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FOREWORD 


I T is the easiest thing in the world to scold the public. We 
continually hear expressions of regret (to put it gently) that 
the average man and woman fail to appreciate what is best 
in music, painting, fiction, poetry, and drama. Vituperation, 
however, will effect nothing. There is only one way to reform 
and elevate the public taste, namely, education during the im- 
pressionable years. The latest handbook of suggestions pro- 
duced by the Board of Education advocates the teaching of 
drama in schools, and it is significant that a stage is part of the 
equipment of the new schools. The ‘ appreciation ’ of drama is 
being taught by competent and enthusiastic teachers. 

It has been the custom to begin with Shakespeare, and in the 
majority of schools no other drama is studied at all. Occasionally 
one heats of Goldsmith or Sheridan, but the vast mass of English 
drama is never recognized. Shakespeare was the greatest 
dramatic genius that the world ever produced, but does it not 
seem a trifle anomalous to begin at the top ? Surely the master- 
pieces of Shakespeare should be the goal rather than the starting- 
point of our study 1 

This litde volume of one-act plays — the first of its kind to be 
published in England — consists of eleven short plays by eminent 
modem English, Scottish, and Irish playwrights. With one ex- 
ception they are written in prose ; they contain no words that 
have become obsolete or have changed their meaning ; there are 
no obscure allusions that belong to a different century ; their 
language is as familiar as that of the newspapers and magazines ; 
and their outlook is essentially that of the present day. 

The one-act play which can be read aloud in twenty minutes 
or half an hour shows how a single theme can be presented, 
developed, and brought to a climax with the minimum ol 
material and the maximum of dramatic effect. Classical five-act 
plays usually contain three or more interweaving stories, and the 
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6 ONE-ACT PLAYS OF TO-DAY 

continual change of scene and * jumping ’ from plot to plot tend 
to bewilder. The one-act play is ideal as a first step in the 
appreciation of drama. 

It is fortunate that the one-act play is now accepted as a legiti- 
mate form of dramatic art — as legitimate as the short story or 
the miniature — and that the playwrights who are still working in 
our midst have already produced such a quantity of excellent 
short plays. 

The plays in this book ate greatly varied ; they range from 
light comedy to fantasy, from farce to tragedy. They may be 
read, analysed, discussed, and studied in private ; but they may 
not be acted in public without first securing permission and 
paying the necessary fees. 

J. W. M. 


Thi reproduction of any part of these plays bj a duplicating 
-machine, or in any other way, whether the reproductions are 
to be sold or not, is a violation of the copyright law. 
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THE BOY COMES HOME ^ 

A COMEDY IN ONE ACT 
By A. A. Milne 

A. A. Milne became a journalist on leaving Cambridge, and 
was the assistant-editor of I’tmch at the age of twenty-four. On 
the outbreak of war in 1914 he entered the Army, and it was 
during his leisure hours as a professional soldier that he first 
began to write plays. Other subalterns spent their spare time 
in golf and bridge : hElne’s new game was far more exciting. 

He began with one-act plays, but his reputation as a dramatist 
rests upon longer works, notably “ Mr Pirn Passes By,” “ The 
Dover Road,” and “ Michael and Mary.” 

But Milne was extraordinarily versatile, and made a name for 
himself several times over. His children’s books are genuinely 
loved by children; his poems about children are enjoyed by 
adults ; and he dramatized “ Toad of Toad Hall,” from Kenneth 
Grahame’s The Wind in the Willows. 

He died in 1956. 


^ Applications regarding amateur performances of this play should be 
addressed to Messrs Samuel French, Ltd., 26 Southampton Street, Strand, 
London, \V.C.2, or 25 West 45 th Street, New York, 
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THE BOY COMES HOME 


CliARACTERS 

Uncle Jaiies Mary 

Aunt EinxY Mrs Higgins 

Philip 


This play was first produced by Mr Owen Narcs 
at the Victoria Palace Theatre, London, on 
September 9, 1918, with the following cast: 


Philip . 
Uncle James 
Aunt Emily 
Mary 

Mrs Hig^ns 


. Owen Nares 
. Tom Reynolds 
. DoROTirY Radford 
. Adah Dick 
. Rachel de Solla 


Scene ; A room in uncle james’s bouse in the Cromwell Roaii. 

Time : Tbe day after the War. 

Any room in uncle james’s bouse is furnished in heavy mid-Victorian 
style ; this particular morning-room is perhaps solider and mart 
respectable even than tbe others, from tbe beaiy table in the 
middle of it to the heavy engravings on tbe nails. There are two 
doors to it, Tbe one at tbe back opens into the ball, tbe one at tbt 
side into tbe dining-room. 

PHILIP comes in from tbe ball and goes into tbe dining-room. Appar- 
ently be finds nothing there, for he returns to tbe morning-room, 
looks about him for a moment and then rings the hell. It it ten 
o'clock, and be wants bis breakfast. He picks up tbe paper, and 
sits in a heavy armchair in front of tbe fire — a pleasant-looking 
well-built person of twenty-three, with an air of decisiveness about 
him. MARY, tbs parlour-maid, comes in. 

MARY. Did you ring. Master Philip ? 

PHILIP \absetttly\. Yes ; I want some breakfast, please, Mary. 




IZ ONE-ACT PLATS OF TO-DAY 

EMiLT. Well, I daresay you -wanted your sleep out. I -was 
so afraid that a really cosy bed would keep you awake after all 
those years in the trenches. 

PHILIP. Well, one isn’t in the trenches all the time. And one 
gets leave — i£ one’s an officer. 

EMiLT [reproachfully]. You didn’t spend much of it with m, 
Philip. 

PHILIP \takjng her hands]. I know ; but you did understand, 
didn’t you, dear ? 

EJ.nLT. We’re not very gay, and I know you must have wanted 
gaiety for the little time you had. But I think your Uncle James 
felt it. After all, dear, you’ve lived with us for some years, and 
he is your guardian. 

PHILIP. I know. Yotdve been a darling to me alw.ays. Aunt 
Emily. But {aa>f:s3'arilly\ Uncle James and I 

EMILT. Of course, he is a little difficult to get on v;ith. Fm 
mote used to him. But Fm sure he really is very fond of you, 
Philip. 

PHILIP. H’m I I always used to be frightened of him. ... I 
suppose he's just the same. He seemed just the same last night 
— and he still has breakfast at eight o’clock. Been making pots 
of money, I suppose ? 

EMILT. He never teUs me exactly, but he did speak once about 
the absurdity of the excess-profits tax. You see, jam is a thing 
the Army wants. 

PHILIP. It certainly gets it. 

EMILT. It was so nice for him, because it made him feel he 
was doing his bit, helping the poor men in the trenches. 

Enter mart 

MART. Mrs Higgins wishes to speak to you, ma’am. 

[She looks at philip as tnucb as to say, “ There you are I ” 

EMILT [getting up]. Yes, I’H come. [To philip] I think I’d 
better just see what she wants, Philip. 

PHILIP [firmly to mart]. Tell hirs Higgins to come here. 
[mart hesitates and looks at her mistressl] At once, please. 

[Exit MART. 
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EiirLY Philip, dear, I don’t know what Mrs Higgins 

will say 

PHILIP. No ; nobody seems to. I thought wc might really 
find out for once. 

EMILY [gvi/Vvg ionards th dccf\. Perhaps I’d better go 

PHILIP [putlir:^ Hs err: ramd her vaisl]. Oh no, you mustn’t. 
You see, she really wants to sec trt. 

EMILY. Ycu? 

PHILIP. Yes ; I ordered breakfast five minutes ago. 

ESHLY. Philip 1 My poor boy I W'liy didn’t you tell me ? 
And I daresay I could have got it for you. Though I don’t 

know what hirs Higgins 

[An exlrenely cr.gry voice is beard outside, end MRS HIGGINS, 
and egg-essive, comes in. 

MRS HIGGINS \tr:t:tikntlj\. You sent for me, ma’am ? 

EiiiLY Yes — er — I think if you — perhaps 

PHILIP [calml)\. I sent for you, Mrs Higgins. I want some 
breakfast. Didn’t Mary tell you ? 

MRS HIGGINS. BrcalTast is at eight o’clock. It always has been 
as long as I’ve been in this house, and always will be until I get 
further orders. 

PHILIP. Well, you’ve just got further orders. Two eggs, and 
if there’s a ham 

MRS HIGGINS. Orders. We’re talking about orders. From 
whom in this house do I take orders, may I ask ? 

PHILIP. In this case from me. 

MRS HIGGINS [playing her irump-cerd]. In that case, ma’am, I 
wish to give a month’s notice from to-day. /wclusive. 

PHILIP [qiticfdy, before his as.T.l can Sty anything. Certainly. In fact, 
you’d probably prefer it if my aunt gavcjw/ notice, and then you 
could go at once. Wc can easily arrange tliat. [To aunt ej-hly 
as he tahs cut a fountain-pen and cheque-hook\ What do you pay her? 

ESHLY [faintly], Fort)'-fivc pounds. 

PHILIP [nriting on bis knee]. Twelves into forty-five . . . 
[Pleasantly to MRS higgins, but without looldng up] I hope you 
don’t mind a Cox’s cheque. Some people do ; but this is quite 
a good one. [Tearing it out] Here you are. 
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MRS HIGGINS \tahn abacfi\. What’s this ? 

PHILIP. Your wages instead of notice. Now you can go at 
once. 

MRS HIGGINS. Who Said anything about going ? 

PHILIP [surprised], I'm sorry ; I thought jo// did, 

MRS HIGGINS. If it’s Only a bit of breakfast, I don't say but 
what I mightn’t get it, if I’m asked decent, 

PHILIP {pulling back the cheque]. Then let me say again, “ Two 
eggs, ham and coffee.” And Mary can bring the ham up at once, 
and rU get going on that. [Turning arvaj] Thanks very much. 

MRS HIGGINS. Well, I — wcll — wcU I [jBjivV speechless. 

PHILIP [surprised]. Is that all she ever says ? It isn’t much to 
worry about. 

EMILY. Philip, how could you 1 I should have been terrified. 

PHILIP. Well, you sec. I’ve done your job for two years out 
there. 

EMILY. What job ? 

PHILIP, Mess President, ... I think I’ll go and see about 
that ham. 

[He smiles at her and goes out into the dining-room, aunt 
EMILY wanders round the room, putting a few things tidy 
as is her habit, when she is interrupted bj the entrance oj 
UNCLE JAMES. JAMES is not a big man, nor an impressive 
one in bis black morning-coat ; and bis thin straggly beard, 
now going grey, does not bide a chin of any great power; but 
he has a severity which passes for strength with the weak. 

JAMES. Philip down yet ? 

EMILY. He’s just having his brcaltfast. 

JAMES [looking at bis watch]. Ten o’clock. [Snapping it shut and 
putting it back] Ten o’clock. I say ten o’clock, Emily. 

EMILY. Yes, dear, I heard you. 

JAMES. You don’t say anything ? 

EMILY [vaguely], I expect he’s tired after that long war, 

JAMES. That’s no excuse for not being punctual. I suppose 
he learnt punctuality in the Army ? 

EMILY. I expect he learnt it, James, but I understood him to 
say that he’d forgotten it. 
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jAVtns. n'-cn the ronne: he Irarns it attain the better. 1 
paniruhrly r-tayt;5 RV.-ay front the oihcc to-iisy in nrticr tn t.iik 
thinjtr- over vritli him, cnc? [ir^L-rrat hh iierc’;! ten o’clock 

— past fc.n— and rto jipn of him. I'm practically throv.-inp an-ay 
e day. 

r.stti.Y. Vi lut ire you poinr to talk to him about ? 
jAitn5. Hit future, r.atu.rally. 1 I'.avc decided that tb.e bc't 
thinp he can do ir to come into the burinert at once. 

TU’.i.r. Arc you really roinp ro r.'.!k it over v.irh him, lamea, 
or arc you jut: poirrr. t<i tell him th.at he come r 

rA''rA {.'i'Y’v.v.:']. \\'ha( do you mean r What'f the (ii.'ferc.nec ? 
Naturally --c rb.al! t.a!k it over f.rrt. and — er — naturally he'!! fall 
in uith my vid-rr. 

nrttJT. I tuppr.'c h.c can i-.ardly b.e'p hin.uelf, poor Itoy, 
jAtTA. No: u.-,::l h.c'r tuc.nty-fivc, anyh.nv;-. W'h, cn he’s 
rwenty'f.vc hr can h.avc h.it oia-n rnorrey and do u-liat he likca 
vith it. 

r-iM.‘.T (//err'.ryi]. but 1 th.i.ok you oupht to coruult hi.m a little, 
dear. .After all, l.e /ar tvren frr.htinp. for vtr. 

;AV'V.t (srV^ fi: Sc sh firt). Noar that’r the rort of lilly 

tentiment th.at therc'r been ntuch too much. of. ] object to it 
ttror.ply. 1 don't •a-ant to boa-.t, b;;t 1 fb.ir.l; 1 may claim to 
have demc my «h.5rc. 1 nave up my f.eph.ev.- to my country, 

t.nd 1 — cr — ’uj-yj.fj.^j ;};ortar,e of poratoer. to an eateni 

that you probaidy didn't rralire. Indeed, if it b.adn’t been for 
your fortunate tli'covcry about tb.at time tirat you didn't really 
like potatoc;, I don't knora- hov.- vec rbould have carried on. 
And, ar I think I've fold you before, the rxcc" -profits t.ax 
tec.mcd to me a rincularly stupid piece of Icpi'lation — but I paid 
it. .And 1 don’t po bna- tinp about how much 1 paid. 

r.irii.T \urr:ryJr.rfr’]. Well, I think that Pliilip’s four years out 
there have made him more of a man ; he doesn’t seem somehow 
like a boy who can be told what to do. I’m sure they’ve taught 
him fomcth.ing. 

;a)'!a. I’ve no doubt that they’ve taught him something about 
— er — bombs and — er — which end a revolver goes o.*T, and how 
to form fours. But I don’t see that that sort of thing helps him 
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to decide upon the most suitable career for a young man in after- 
war conditions. 

EMILY. Well, I can only say you’ll find him different. 

JAMES. I didn’t notice any particular difference last night. 

EMILY. I think you’ll find him rather more — I can’t quite 
think of the word, but Mrs Kiggins could tell you what I 
mean. 

JAMES. Of course, if he likes to earn his living any other way, 
he may ; but I don’t see how he proposes to do it so long as I 
hold the purse-strings. \L.ooking at bis n>aUb] Perhaps you’d 
better tell him that I cannot wait any longer. 

[EMILY opefjs tht door leading into the dining-room and talks 
through it to Philip, 

EMILY. Philip, your uncle is waiting to see you before he goes 
to the office. Will you be long, dear ? 

PHILIP [from the di/iiug-raom]. Is he in a hurry ? 

JAMES [shortly^. Yes. 

"Euvsi. He says he is rather, dear. 

PHILIP. Couldn’t he come and talk in here? It wouldn’t 
interfere with my breakfast. 

JAMES. No. 

EMILY. He says he’d rather you came to him, darling. 

PHILIP [resigned]. Oh, well. 

EMILY [to JAMES]. Hc’ll bc hcic diicctly, dear. Just sit down 
in front of the fire and make yourself comfortable with the paper. 
He won’t keep you long. [JAe arranges him. 

JAMES [taking the paper]. The morning is not the time to make 
oneself comfortable. It’s a most dangerous habit. I nearly 
found myself dropping off in front of the fire just now, I don’t 
like this hanging about, wasting the day. [He opens the paper. 

EMILY. You should have had a nice sleep, dear, while you 
could. We were up so late last night listening to Philip’s stories. 

JAMES. Yes, yes. [He begins a jawn and stifles it hurriedly.] You 
mustn’t neglect your duties, Emily. I’ve no doubt you have 
plenty to do. 

EMILY. All right, James, then I’ll leave you. But don’t be hard 
on the boy. 
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JAJEES I shall be just, Emily; you can rely upon 

that. 

EMILY [going to the door\. I don’t think that’s quite what I 
meant. [She goes out. 

[JAMES, vbo is ros’ quite coeufortahle, begins to nod. He wakes 
up with a starts turns ever tbe paper, and nods again. Soon 
be is breathing deeply with closed eyes. 

PHILIP [coming in\. Sorry to have kept you waiting, but I was 
a bit late for breakfast. [He takes out bis pipe.'\ Are we going to 
talk business or what ? 

jAiiES [taking out his watch]. A bit late 1 I make it just two 
hours. 

PHILIP [pleasantly]. AH right. Uncle James. Call it two hours 
late. Or t\eenty-two hours early for to-morrow’s breakfast, if 
you like. 

[Hr sits down in a chair on tbe opposite side of tbe table from 
bis uncle, and lights bis pipe. 

JA.MES. You smoke now ? 

PHILIP [staggered]. I what ? 

JAMES [nodding at bis pipe]. You smoke ? 

PHILIP. Good heavens I what do you think we did in France ? 

jAiiES. Before you start smoking all over the house, I should 
have thought you would have asked your aunt’s permission. 

[PHILIP looks at him in amazement, and then goes to the door. 

PHILIP [calling]. Aunt Emily I . . . Aunt Emily I . . . Do 
you mind my smoking in here ? 

AUNT EMILY [from upstairs]. Of course not, darling. 

PHILIP [to JAMES, as be returns to bis chair]. Of course not, 
darling. [He puts back bis pipe in bis mouth. 

JAMES. Now, understand once and for all, Philip, while you 
remain in my house I expect not only punctuality, but also 
civility and respect. I will not have impertinence. 

PHILIP [unimpressed]. Well, that’s what I want to talk to you 
about. Uncle James. About staying in your house, I mean. 

JAMES. I don’t know what you do mean. 

B 
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PHILIP. WcU, wc don’t get on too well together, and I thought 
perhaps I’d better take rooms somewhere. You could give me 
an allowance until I came into my money. Or I suppose you 
could give me the money now if you really liked. I don’t quite 
know how father left it to me. 

JAMES [coldly]. You come into your money when you arc 
twenty-five. Your father very wisely felt that to trust a large 
sum to a mere boy of twenty-one was simply putting temptation 
in his way. Whether I have the power or not to alter his dis- 
positions, I certainly don’t propose to do so. 

PHILIP. If it comes to that, I am twenty-five. 

JAMES. Indeed ? I had an impression that that event took 
place in about two years’ time. When did you become twenty- 
five, may I ask ? 

PHILIP [quietly]. It was on the Somme. Wc were attacking the 
next day and my company was in support. Wc were in a so- 
called trench on the edge of a wood — a damned rotten place to 
be, and wc got hell. The company commander sent back to ask 
if we could move. The C.O. said, “ Certainly not ; hang on,” 
We hung on ; doing nothing, you know — just hanging on and 
waiting for the next day. Of course, the Bochc knew all about 
that. He had it on us nicely. . . . [Sadly] Poor old Billy I he 
was one of the best — our company commander, you know. 
They got him, poor devil 1 That left me in command of the 
company. I sent a ruxmcr back to ask if I could move. Well, I’d 
had a bit of a scout on my own and found a sort of trench five 
hundred yards to the right. Not what call a trench, of 
course, but compared to that wood — well, it was absolutely 
Hyde Park. I described the position and asked if I could go 
there. My man never came back. I waited an hour and sent 
another man. He went west too. WcU, I wasn’t going to send 
a third. It was murder. So I had to decide. We’d lost about 
half the company by this time, you see. Well, there were three 
things I could do — hang on, move to this other trench, against 
orders, or go back myself and explain the situation. ... I 
moved. . . . And then I went back to the C.O. and told him I’d 
moved. . . . And then I went back to the company again. . . . 
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[Quifflj] That was when I became twenty-five ... or thirty-five 
... or forty-five. 

JAMES [receverirg bwiself with an tfforf]. Ah yes, yes. [Ht coughs 
avksi’ardlj.'] No doubt points like that frequently crop up in the 
trenches. I am glad that you did well out there, and I’m sure 
your Colonel would speak landly of you ; but when it comes to 
choosing a career for you now that you have left the Army, my 
advice is not .altogether to be despised. Your father evidently 
thought so, or he would not liave entrusted you to my care. 

PHILIP. My father didn’t foresee this war. 

j.\MES. Yes, yes, but you make too much of this war. All you 
young boys seem to think you’ve come back from France to 
teach us our business. You’ll find that it is you who’ll have to 
learn, not we. 

PHILIP. I’m quite prepared to learn ; in fact, I want to. 

JAMES. Eiccellent. Then we can consider that settled. 

PHILIP. Well, we haven’t settled yet what business I’m going 
to learn. 

JAMES. I don’t think that’s very difficult. I propose to take 
you into my business. You’ll start at the bottom, of course, but 
it will be a splendid opening for you. 

PHILIP [thoughtfully^. I see. So you’ve decided it for me ? 
The jam business. 

j.\MES [sharplj\. Is there anything to be ashamed of in 
that ? 

PHILIP. Oh no, nothing at all. Only it doesn’t happen to 
appeal to me. 

JAMES. If you knew which side your bread was buttered, it 
would appeal to you very considerably. 

PHILIP. I’m afraid I can’t sec the butter for the Jam. 

JAMES. I don’t want any silly jokes of that sort. You were 
glad enough to get it out there, I’ve no doubt. 

PHILIP. Oh yes. Perhaps that’s why I’m so sick of it now. . . . 
No, it’s no good. Uncle James ; you must think of something 
else. 

JAMES [with a sneer]. Perhaps jotfve thought of something 
else ? 
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PHILIP. Well, I had some idea of being an architect 

JAMES. You propose to start learning to be an architect at 
twenty-three ? 

PHILIP [smiling]. Well, I couldn’t start before, could I ? 

JAMES. Exactly. And now you’ll find it’s too late. 

PHILIP. Is it ? Aren’t there going to be any more architects, 
or doctors, or solicitors, or barristers ? Because we’ve all lost 
four years of out lives, are all the professions going to die 
out ? 

JAMES. And how old do you suppose you’ll be before you’re 
earning money as an architect ? 

PHILIP. The usual time, whatever that may be. If I’m four 
years behind, so is everybody else. 

JAMES. Well, I think it’s high time you began to earn a living 
at once. 

PHILIP. Look here. Uncle James, do you really think that 
you can treat me like a boy who’s just left school? Do 
you think four years at the front have made no difference 
at all ? 

JAMES. If there had been any difference, I should have ex- 
pected it to take the form of an increased readiness to obey 
orders and recognize authority. 

PHILIP [regretfully]. You are evidently determined to have a 
row. Perhaps I had better tell you once and for all that I refuse 
to go into the turnip and vegetable marrow business. 

JAMES [thumping the table angrily]. And perhaps I’d better teU 
yon, sir, once and for all, that I don’t propose to allow rudeness 
from an impertinent young puppy. 

PHILIP [reminiscently], I remember annoying our Brigadier 
once. He was covered with red, had a very red face, about 
twenty medals, and a cold blue eye. He told me how angry he 
was for about five minutes while I stood to attention. I’m afraid 
you aren’t nearly so impressive. Uncle James. 

JAMES [rather upset]. Oh ! [B^covering himself] Fortunately I 
have other means of impressing you. The power of the purse 
goes a long way in this world. I propose to use it. 

PHILIP. I see. . • . Yes . . . that’s rather awkward, isn’t it ? 
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JAMES [pkasar.tjy\. I think you’ll find it very awkward. 

PHILIP \tbotigbtJullj\. Yes. 

[With an amused hugb james settles donm to bis paper as ij 
the inien'ies’ vere over. 

PHILIP [to himself]. 1 suppose I shall have to think of another 
argument. 

[He takes out a revolver from bis pocket and fondles it 
affectionately. 

JAMES [looking up suddenly as be is doing this — amatf^ed]. What on 
earth are you doing ? 

PHILIP. Souvenir from France. Do you know. Uncle James, 
that this revolver has killed about twenty Germans ? 

JAMES [shortly]. Oh I Well, don’t go playing about with it here, 
or you’ll be killing Englishmen before you know where you are. 

PHILIP. Well, you never know. [He raises it leisurely and points 
it at bis uncle.] It’s a nice little weapon. 

JAMES [ungrily]. Put it down, sir. You ought to have grown 
out of monkey tricks like that in the Army. You ought to know 
better than to point an unloaded revolver at anybody. That’s tlie 
way accidents always happen. 

PHILIP. Not when you’ve been on a revolver course and know 
all about it. Besides, it is loaded. 

JAMES [i'ery angry because be is frightened suddenly]. Put it down at 
once, sir. [philip turns it away from him and examines it carelessly.] 
What’s the matter with you ? Have you gone mad suddenly ? 

PHILIP [mildly]. I thought you’d be interested in it. It’s shot 
such a lot of Germans. 

JAMES. Well, it won’t want to shoot any more, and the sooner 
you get rid of it the better. 

PHILIP. I wonder. Does it ever occur to you, Uncle James, 
that there are about a hundred thousand people in England who 
own revolvers, who are quite accustomed to them and — ^who 
have nobody to practise on now ? 

JAMES. No, sir, it certainly doesn’t. 

PHILIP [thoughtfully], I wonder if it will make any difference. 
You know, one gets so used to potting at people. It’s rather 
difficult to realise suddenly that one oughtn’t to. 
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jAiiES [getting up], I don’t know what the object of all this 
tomfoolery is, if it has one. But you understand that I expect 
you to come to the office with me to-morrow at nine o’clock. 
Kindly see that you’re punctual. [Hi turns to go ao'aj, 

PHILIP [so/tJj]. Unde James. 

JAMES [over bis sbou/der]. I have no more 

PHILIP [in Ms parade voice}. Damn it, sir I stand to attention 
when you talk to an officer 1 [james instinctively turns round and 
stiffens himself.] That’s better ; you can sit down if you like. 

[Hif motions james to bis chair with the revolver. 

JAMES [going nervously to bis chair]. What does this bluff mean ? 

PHILIP. It isn't bluff, it’s quite serious. [Pointing the revolver at 
bis uncle] Do sit down. 

JAMES [sitting damn]. Threats, eh ? 

PHILIP. Persuasion. 

JAMES. At the point of the revolver ? You settle your argu- 
ments by force ? Good heavens, sir 1 tliis is just the very thing 
that we were fighting to put down. 

PHILIP. We were fighting I We t We I Unde, you’re a 
humorist. 

JAMES. Well, “ you,” if you prefer it. Although those of us 
who stayed at home 

PHILIP. Yes, never mind about the excess profits now. I can 
tell you quite well what we fought for. We used force to put 
down force. That’s what I’m doing now. You were going to 
use force — ^thc force of money — to make me do what you 
wanted. Now I’m using force to stop it. 

[He levels the revolver again. 

JAMES. You’re — you’re going to shoot your old unde ? 

PHILIP, Why not ? I’ve shot lots of old undes — ^I.and- 
sturmers. 

JAMES. But those were Germans ! It’s different shooting 
Germans. You’re in England now. You couldn’t have a crime 
on your consdcnce like that, 

PHILIP. Ah, but you mustn’t think that after four years of 
war one has quite the same ideas about the sanctity of human 
life. How could one ? 
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JAMES. You’ll find that juries have kept pretty much the same 
ideas, 1 fanc}% 

PHILIP. Yes, but revolvers often go off accidentally. You said 
BO yourself. Tills is going to be the purest accident. Can’t you 
see it in the papers ? “ The deceased’s nephew, who was 

obviously upset " 

JAMES. I suppose you think it’s brave to come back from the 
front and tlucatcn a defenceless man with a revolver ? Is that 
the sort of fair play they teach you in the Army ? 

PHILIP. Good heavens 1 of course it is. You don’t think that 
you wait until the oilier side has got just as many guns as you 
before you attack ? You’re really rather lucky. Strictly speak- 
ing, I ought to have thrown half a dozen bombs at you first. 
cfif cut of bis pocket} As it happens, I’ve only got 

one. 

JASIES \tbarcugblj alarmed]. Put that back at once. 

PHILIP [putting don-n tbe rreoher and ta/dng it in bis bands]. You 
hold it in the right hand — so — taking care to keep the lever 
dowrL Then you take the pin in the finger — so, and — but 
perhaps this doesn’t interest you ? 

JAMES [edging bis ebair Put it down at once, sir. Good 

heavens 1 anything might happen. 

PHILIP [putting it don-n and taking tp tbe revolver again]. Does 
it ever occur to you. Uncle James, that there are about three 
million people in England who know all about bombs, and how 
to throw them, and 

jAiiEs. It ccrtoinly docs not occur to me. I should never 
dream of letting these things occur to me. 

PHILIP [looking at tbe bomb regretfully]. It’s rather against my 
principles as a soldier, but just to make things a bit more fair — 
[generously] you shall have it, [He bolds it out to bitn suddenly. 

JAMES [shrinking back again]. Oirtainly not, sir. It might go 
off at any moment. 

PHILIP [putting it back in bis pocket]. Oh no ; it’s quite use- 
less ; there’s no detonator. . . . [Sternly] Now, then, let’s talk 
business. 

JAMES. What do you want me to do ? 
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PHiiAP. Strictly speaking, you should be holding your hands 
over your head and saying “ Kamerad i ” However, I’ll let you 
off that. All I ask from you is that you should be reasonable. 

JAMES. And if I refuse, you’ll shoot me ? 

PHILIP. Well, I don’t quite know. Uncle James. I expect we 
should go through this little scene again to-morrow. You 
haven’t enjoyed it, have you ? Well, there’s lots more of it to 
come. We’ll rehearse it every day. One day, if you go on being 
unreasonable, the thing will go off. Of course, you think that I 
shouldn’t have the pluck to fire. But you can’t be quite certain. 
It’s a hundred to one that I shan’t — only I might. Fear — it’s a 
horrible thing. Elderly men die of it sometimes. 

JAMES. Pooh i I’m not to be bluffed like that. 

PHILIP {suddtnly]. You’re quite right ; you’re not that sort. I 
made a mistake. [Aiming carefti/ij] I shall have to do it straight 
off, after all. One — two 

JAMES [on bis knees, with up/i/ted bands, in an agonj of terror]. 
Philip I Mercy I What arc your terms ? 

PHILIP [picking him up by the scrujf,and helping him into the choir]. 
Good man, that’s the way to talk. I’ll get them for you. Make 
yourself comfortable in front of the fire till I come back. Here’s 
the paper. [He gives his uncle the paper, and goes out into the hall. 

* ♦ r * * ♦ 

[JAMES Opens bis eyes with a start and looks round him in a 
bewildered way. He rubs bis bead, takes out bis watch and 
looks at it, and then stares round the room again. The door 
from the dining-room opens, and philip comes in with a 
piece of toast in his hand. 

PHILIP [his mouth full]. You wanted to see me. Uncle James ? 

JAMES [///// bewildered]. That’s all right, my boy, that’s all right. 
What have you been doing ? 

PHILIP [surprised]. Brea^ast. [Putting the last piece in his mouth] 
Rather late, I’m afraid. 

JAMES. 'That’s all right. [He laughs awkwardly. 

PHILIP. Anything the matter ? You don’t look your usual 
bright self. 
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]Ay,rs. I— -cr — rccm to have dropped asleep in front of the 
fire. Most iir.usnal thinp for me to have done. Most unusual. 

rinur. l^t th.r.t he a lesson to you not to pet up so early. Of 
course, if you're in the Army you can't help yourself. Thank 
heaven I’m out of it, and my ou-n m.*«ster apain. 

jAMr.s. Ah, th.Tt's what 1 wanted to talk to you about. Sit 
dou n, Philip. jj/r inaU.iffi itr chair hy the fnc. 

rtiiur (/..-/arc a chair hj fbt You have that, uncle ; I 

rhall he all ripht here. 

JAMr.s •■/)]. No, no ; you come here. [He ^ins rmUT the 
errzdair ar.i xi(: Ij tit fahle linseij.] I should be dropping olT 
apain. [lie crs'ha-ardlj. 

iiitup. Riphto. 

[lie /!.,'/ };! lard ir, his pccht. irsct.r. jAMr.S shivers cr.d 
leeks a! hn ir. lerrer. riiii.ir hrirrsc>-t bis pipe, and a 
siekJj ydr. cj relief cerres into fact. 

jAStr.s. J suppose you smoked a lot in Trance.^ 
ntiur. Rather! Nothinp else to do. It's allowed in here? 
JAMr.s "i'es, yes, of course, (pmiup /r^A/x bis pipe.] 

Well now, Pl-.ilip, what .arc you poinp to do, now you’ve left 
the x\rmy ? 

rjiti-it’ \ prere/ 'ljt]. Burn my uniform and sell my rc\*olvcr. 
JAMr.s (rAro'/et; a! sle s erd " reveher ”], Sell your revolver, eh ? 
rniur [ss^rprised]. Well, I don’t svant it now, do I ? 
jAMi-s. .No. ... Oh no. . . . Oh, most certainly not, I 
should say. Oh, I can't see v.*hy you should want it at all. [IF/Vi 
an vreasj laser}}] You’re in Unpland now. No need for revolver* 
here— eh ? 

rjiiur {sSarir.r^ at Hr:]. Well, no, I hope not. 

JAMILS [hastily]. Quite so. Well now, Philip, what nest ? We 
must find a profession for you. 

rniLip [jiavr.irf]. I suppose so. I haven’t really thought about 
it much. 

JAMr.s. You never wanted to be an architect ? 
ptilLip [sserprised]. Architect ? 

[jAMr.S rsths bis bead erd senders s hat made him think tj 
erchitect. 



z6 ONE-ACT PLATS OF TO-DAT 

JAMES. Or anything like that. 

PHILIP. It’s a bit late, isn’t it ? 

JAMES. Well, if you’re four years behind, so is everybody else. 
[He feels vaguely that he has beard this argument before.] 

PHILIP, [smiling]. To tell the truth, I don’t feel I mind much 
anyway. Anything you like — except a commissionaire. I 
absolutely refuse to wear uniform again. 

JAMES. How would you like to come into the business ? 

PHILIP. The jam business? Well, I don’t know. You 
wouldn’t want me to salute you in the mornings ? 

JAMES. My dear boy, no 1 

PHILIP. All right. I’ll try it if you h’kc. I don’t know if I shall 
be any good — what do you do ? 

JAMES. It’s your e.xpcricncc in managing and — cr — handling 
men which I hope will be of value. 

PHILIP. Oh, I can do that aU right. [Stretching himself luxuri~ 
ously] Uncle James, do you rcaliac that I’m never going to salute 
again, or wear a uniform, or get wet — really wet, I mean — oi 
examine men’s feet, or stand to attention when I’m spoken to, or 
-—oh, lots more things ? And best of all. I’m never going to be 
frightened again. Have you ever known what it is to be afraid — 
rc^y afraid ? 

jAiiES [embarrassed], I — er — ^well [Hf coughs. 

PHILIP. No, you couldn’t — not really afraid of death, I mean. 
Well, that’s over now. Good lord I I could spend the rest of my 
life in the British Museum and be happy. . . . 

JAMES [getting up]. All right, we’U try you in the office. I 
expect you want a holiday first, though. 

PHILIP [getting up]. My dear uncle, this is holiday. Being in 
London is holiday. Buying an evening paper — wearing a 
waistcoat again — tunning after a bus — anything — it’s all 
holiday. 

JAMES. All right, then, come along with me now, and I’ll 
introduce you to Mr Bamford. 

PHILIP. Right. Who’s he ? 

JAMES. Our manager. A little stiff, but a very good fellow. 
He’ll be delighted to heat that you are coming into the firm. 
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FOLLOWERS ^ 

A "CRANI-OUD” SKirrCH 

Br HAKot.n Brigicousk 

H.'.p.oi.n Bninjiousr. bcj^an by writing, I^mcn'iliirc plays, and 
naturally hclnnpcd to the Manchester school of drama. He h.as 
a hing list of plays to his credit, l>ut the best arc undoubtedly 
" The Odd Man Out,” ” Garsidc's Career," and " Hobson’s 
Choice,” Tlic bast play brought him fame, for it had a great 
success on both sides of the Atlantic and in most of the countries 
of Europe. 

Brighnusc was primarily interested in people. He could tell a 
good story and construct a delightful plot, but one feels that he 
was most Lscinated by human nature and aimed always at making 
his characters live. It is for this reason, perhaps, that the plays 
act even better than they read. 

His one-act plny.s, such as * ** Loncsomc-like,” " The Price of 
Coal,” and “Maid of France” arc c.tccllcnt, and rcfca! great 
versatility. He was continually c.xpcrimcnting, and it would 
be a great mistake to regard him solely as a writer of Lanca- 
shire comedies, 

* Applications regarding amatetir performances of this play should be 

addressed to Messrs Samuel French, Ltd., Southampton Street, Strand, 
London, W.Cs, or 25 West 45 th Street, New York. 



F o 1. 1- o \v i: iv s 


^9 


roLLOwr.Rs 

CHARACl'ERS 

LfCJNDA Baista Scsan Cno^\Tin;R 

Hixr-*-’ Mastjxs Coi.ost.i. Rr.nixtis' 

Tl'.i'- play avas firf produced by Mr Milion 
Rosrncr’s Rcpcriory 0 >nipany at the Princes’ 
lljcatrc, Mnnch.cstcr, on Monday, April ri, :9i5, 
v.-ith the following cart : 

l'y;;r:s . . Int.ST. Roor.n 

lle.'rr. y.js.'erj . . DonOTiir Rli’i.r.v 

St.'j’: CKs/hr . . Hvr.i.vs' MARTni nr. 

CrhrrI Rf.^/rrrr . . I*. RAS'nt.r. Aa-RTOS* 

Mn G-Mcn.^ ii sn rrrc'.lrr,! a-jt!.": to ttwl from, l-.jt, ihooph lier norrit 
»rr cqoallr s povc-tioo r.f t:t all, a ilramitic common or open rpace c-here 
crerf drartutitl hit fiph'.t, Cr.r*:^"- f'-c rs pcrhapi the !ra\! promiiinp field 
for ttsc;c adaptation. Iljc th.eatrc it a terriidy dotrnrip.lit place, and the 
ftihiletira of the ttape are tlie plititudra of life. It trai therefore purely in 
an operimen.tal ipirit that I eet out to tee tt hrthcr the fnpiie delicacy of 
Crs^fi'I could I'-e trartdatej with any tr.eature of tiiccctt into tcm'.t of the 
itiRc- I bepan hy tacinp a atory ti-hidj very taell ntipht have been, and 
almott trat, in an<! I pretendet! that my little totrn u-at not Mrs 

GatkelPa " Cra.nfortl,” Irjt a r.eiphl>ourinp plarc rather like it. People read 
the fctult a.nd taid, " Rut thit it Cn-f.-’J" — ta-hich tsu p.'ecbcly trhat I 
dared to hope they mipht »ay. It icemed to hint lucccai. But there 
rtrjtaincd the ttape, the only tett for any play. Rooks are their authors’, but, 
in the rrtakinp of a play, author, producer, actors, and audience must all 
collaborate, and it is ss'ite, in addition, to enpape a pood fairy to v.atch 
orer the birth of one's play. ” Follotrcrs ” happened to be lucky. Miss 
Irene P.ooke is a.o actrees of penius ; that has l>ecn said before, but truth 
does not stale u-ilh repetition. Her performance in " Fol!ou-cn " seas a 
shinp of n-istful l>c3uty, and it is first to Miss Hooke’s actinp, and second to 
Mr Milion Rosmer’s skilled producinp, that I ou-c the success vehidi this 
little play acliiered on the ttape. 


H. R. 
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Scene : The parlour of miss lucinda baines at Cranford, in Juni 
1859. It is the room of an old maid of the period, overcrowded 
with fragile furniture, spattered with antimacassars and china. 
The room is filled with the bright light of a summer's morning. 
Bushes and green hedge are seen through the window C. The door 
is L. 

SUSAN CROWTHER, a ruddy country ffrl of twenty-two, shows in heien 
MASTERS, a young lady of the same age, in summer outdoor clothes. 

SUSAN. Miss Baines says, will you please take a seat. Miss 
Masters, and she’ll be down in a minute. 

HELEN [not sitting\. Susan, go at once and tell your mistress I 
shall be seriously offended if she has gone upstairs to change 
her cap on my account. 

SUSAN [severely^. Miss Baines would not think of receiving a 
visitor without changing her cap. Miss Masters. 

HELEN. I am not a visitor here, and, if I am, this is an early 
morning call and 

SUSAN [finally^. Miss Baines is changing her cap and there’s 
an end of it. She won’t be long. 

HELEN [defeated, sitting]^. Oh, I am sorry, but this was my 
only opportunity of seeing her. I return to London this 
afternoon. 

SUSAN [awed\. By the train, miss ? 

HELEN [smiling\. Yes. 

SUSAN. You have more courage than I have. 

HELEN. Tell me, Susan, your mistress keeps well ? 

SUSAN. She’s well enough. WiU worry herself, you know. 
Solomon has been a great disappointment to her. 

HELEN. Solomon ? Who is Solomon ? 

SUSAN. Solomon is the cat. He had kittens, and the shock 
nearly sent Miss Baines to her bed. 

HELEN. Oh, dear ! 

SUSAN. We still call her Solomon because she’s used to it, 
but things will never be the same again. Miss Baines feels that 
Solomon has deceived her. 

HELEN. And you, Susan ? 
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sus.w. Oh, I am qxiite well. Iviiss — [pansir.g an'ka’arJlj, /ten] 
— Miss Masrers I 

HELEN. Yes. Nothing wrong ? 

SUSAN. No, but — Miss Masters — you arc one the mistress 
listens to. She’s — there is one thing that sorely troubles me, 
and, if you would speak a word for me, Fm sure 

HELEN. What is it, Susan ? 

SUSAN. Well, miss, when I came here ten years ago — straight 
from the Charity School it was — Miss Baines said when she took 
me, " Now, Susan, no followers,” she said, and I said, “ No, 
mem, never.” I passed my word when I was too young to know, 
and there’s many wouldn’t keep it on that account, but 

HELEN. Do you want followers, Susan ? 

SUSAN. No, miss, I don’t. Not followers. One follower at a 
time’s enough for any wom-an. 

HELEN. You’ve somcbody in mind ? 

SUSAN. Fve seen James Brown look at me and I wouldn’t say 
if it wasn’t for my promise but that James 

HELEN. I see. 

SUSAN. But I promised and Fm not the one to break my 
word, only when I try to put it to the mistress it’s as if she saw 
it coming, and there’s something in her eye that stops me asking. 
And it’s not as if she never had a follower herself. 

HELEN [r/s/rg], Susan ! 

SUSAN \dtfer.ding herself], A body can’t live ten years in Cranford 
without hearing that old story of Miss Baines and 

HELEN. Hush, Susan. 

SUSAN, Well, it’s true, and, what’s more, he’s back from India 
now. I’ve seen him. 

HELEN. Mr Redfern is back ? 

SUSAN. You spoke his name, not I. Yes, he’s back. 

HELEN. Wlien ? 

SUSAN. I only know I was carrying the basket yesterday while 
Miss Baines bought the grocery in Mr Wilson’s shop, and there 
was a gentleman inside when we went in, buying matches to 
light his cheroot 

HELEN. A cheroot in Cranford High Street I 
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SUSAN. Yes, miss, nnd he raised his hat to Miss Baines, and 
she gave a jump and licld my arm hard, and just said, “ Mr 
Redfern ” — gasping, like that — “ Mr Redfern,” and went on 
giving her orders as if nothing had happened. She’s a brave 
woman, though I say it that’s her own servant. And, if she 
had him once, why mayn’t I have James Brown ? 

HELEN. I will see what I am do, Susan. 

[Efi/cr LUCINDA, Sli is a fragile old raald of fflj, delieaU 
in her dress, with transparent complexion, grej clothes, and 
lace cap. 

LUCINDA. Helen 1 

HELEN. Dear Miss Baines. sosan. 

Pardon this early call. 

LUCINDA. You could not come too early, Helen. {They sit. 

HELEN. This was my only chance. I arrived yesterday and 
return to-day. 

LUCINDA. Cranford will not see much of you now. 

HELEN. Now ? 

LUCINDA. I have heard the great news, Helen. You arc 
betrothed. 

HELEN, Yes, Miss Baines. [Pause.] You do not wish me joy. 

LUCINDA. Child, I have always wished you every joy. 

HELEN. I want you to know Harry, Miss Baines. He is here 
with me, but I know no gentleman has entered your house as 
long as I remember, yet I hoped you might make an exception 
in my ease. 

LUCINDA. Helen, you arc not asking me to receive your 
aifianced husband in this house ? 

HELEN. Forgive the recklessness of my desire. I have so great 
a wish th.at Harry should see tliis room where you taught me to 
work my samplers and to knit. 

LUCINDA. I should take great pleasure in seeing him if I could 
meet liim out. Here, as you know, I have no apartment suited 
for the entertainment of a gentleman. I should be in agonies 
for the safety of my china. I was for long uneasy about Solomon 
until I found that cats tread with the most prudent delicacy. 
But men’s movements arc singularly lacking in grace. 
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HELEN. Harry is very gende. 

LUCINDA. Without doubt, my dear. But a man is so much in 
the way in a house. He must himself feel out of place. 

HELEN [smiling. Would you have them live in the stables ? 

LUCINDA. I make no rule for others, Helen. For myself, I 
am quite decided. 

HELEN. And for Susan too ? 

LUCINDA. Susan, my dear ? 

HELEN. Susan is in love, but she will not break the promise 
made to you. 

LUCINDA. My dear, I said, “ No followers,” and I meant no 
followers. If Susan is in love she has her fortnightly evening, 
and I am broad-minded enough not to ask too closely with 
whom she walks to the Dorcas Meeting, but my kitchen is no 
place for Susan’s sweetheart. Men of our own order speak 
habitually in voices too loud for a room, let alone one of Susan’s 
class. 

HE LEN [pleading^. She finds it lonely, I am afraid. 

LUCINDA. Susan has her work. 

HELEN. Do you never feel lonely here in the dark winter 
evenings ? 

LUCINDA. Lonely, child ? I used to be afraid of loneliness, 
and once, when there had been some burglaries in Cranford, I 
did think how much safer I should have felt with a husband 
by my side. . . . Does it shock you to hear me talk of 
husbands ? 

HELEN. No, no. I try not to speak the word myself, because 
I know that one should not before the time, but it cannot really 
be immodest. 

LUCINDA. Yes, I remember the time when I looked forward 
to being married as much as anyone, but the person I once 
thought I might be married to went far away because I said 
“ No ” when I didn’t mean it, only he thought I did, and I don’t 
know to this day why I did say “ No ” when all of me was 
throbbing to say " Yes.” Oh, Helen, Helen, be very happy 
with your Harry. Thank God jw did not say “ No.” 

HELEN. I hope I am a modest woman. Miss Baines. I said 
c 
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“ No " twice, but Plarry asked three times, and at the third 1 
thought it became me to yield. 

tuciNDA, Mr Redfern asked but once and then he went away. 

nm.tsN. Mr Redfern I 

tveiNVA. That was his name. I did not mean to mention 
it. Pray forget I did so, Helen. Old memories arc best 
forgotten. 

HEUiN. Mr Redfern. But . . . Miss Baines . . . there is still 
the future. 

LUCINDA. No, there are ghosts of the p,ist that arc hard to 
lay, hut for me there is no future. I have lived so long with my 
shadows that I should fear the light. 

iniLr.N, Your shadows ? 

LUCINDA. Oh, you will not come to live in the shadow-world. 
Tlierc in the light your husband and your cliildren arc waiting 
and calling for you to come. 

HEUtN. You make me feel ashamed. 

LUCINDA. Ashamed ? Whatever for ? Be proud of life and 

joy. 

HELEN. I have so much. I want so much and you are con- 
tented with so little. 

LUCINDA. I ? Life is for the young, life and the golden day. 
For me, age and the shadows. Yes, Helen, I used to be afraid 
of loneliness. I used to weep because the days were long and 
the nights were longer still. 

HELEN. And now ? 

LUCINDA. Now I have the children of my dreams. They are 
just like other people’s children, Helen, only mine are all, all 
my own. They don’t grow up. They don’t grow big and 
clumsy. They are always small and neat, and beautiful and well 
behaved. They come to me when I .am alone, and then, you see, 
I am not alone. They sit upon those scats that I keep neat the 
fire, so that in winter they can w.atch the glow — that is Mary’s, 
and the little hassock there is John’s — and their boots arc never 
dirty, and they don’t disturb the antimacassars, and their voices 
arc soft and low. And in the night I have wakened with the 
clasp of their arms about my neck, and my darlings put up their 
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little mouths to mine to be kissed just as Fve seen real babies 
do to real mothers. 

HELEN. I -Tonder if it is better so. 

LOONDA {vstb No, no. Never. Forget this, Helen. 

I have spoken things I did not mean to speak. Tell me more of 
your betrothal. Is your trousseau far advanced ? You must 
have lavender from my garden. Lavender for one’s dresses and 
rose-leaves for one’s rooms. And I have both for you. 

Enter susan 

SUSAN [e:s'bi'ardly\. Miss Baines. 

LUCINDA. What is it, Susan ? 

SUSAN. There’s a gentleman at the door, and he is asking 
for you. 

LUCINDA. A gentleman 1 

SUSAN {rol;thlj\. Oh, Miss Baines, if you please, it’s the 
gendeman vc saw yesterday in Mr Wilson’s sliop, only he is 
dressed grander still to-day. I told him you couldn’t see him, 
but I might as well have talked at the wall of a house. 

LUCINDA [pauses, then collects her courage]. I will see Mm, 
Susan, please. 

SUSAN [staggered]. In here ? 

LUCINDA. Yes. 

SUSAN. Save us, what goings-on ! [ExiV susan. 

LUCINDA. Helen, stand by me. This is my hour of trial. 
Don’t leave me, child. 

HELEN. Not if you wish me to remain. 

LUCINDA. My courage is not all I could desire. Thank God 
you are here, Helen. It’s a mercy you came and I changed my 
cap for you. 

HELEN. You’re looking splendid, dear ; you have a colour. 

LUCINDA. I am all of a twitter. Is my cap straight ? 

HELEN. You are perfect. 

LUCINDA. Helen, what should I offer him? Do gendemeo 
take gooseberry wine ? Do they drink tea in the morning ? I 
don’t know anything. I am so ignorant of men. 

HELEN. He will not want anything but you. 
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[Etifer SUSAN, smirking, and Charles redfern. Exit 
SUSAN without announcing, redfern is a spare, soldierly 
figure of fifty-five, grej-baired, very brown, dressed carefully. 
He is shy, talking at one moment as if addressing a squad, 
then, remembering, is subdued for a time before resuming 
his usual commanding tone. 

LUCINDA [bowing. Mr Redfern. 

REDFERN [bowing\. Colonel, madam, colonel, retired from the 
service of the East India Company. 

LUCINDA {introducing]. Colonel Redfern. My god-daughter, 
Miss Masters. [They bow. 

REDFERN. Your Servant, madam. 

LUCINDA. Will you sit down. Colonel ? [redfern looks doubt- 
fully. 1 . . . Er . . . That chair is stronger than it looks. I think 
you have no cause for apprehension. 

redfern [sitting^. 1 thank you, madar 1 . 

[It is a very low chair and bis long legs make him acutely 
conscious of it. 

LUCINDA. May I offer you refreshment. Colonel ? A little 
gooseberry wine, or 

REDFERN. I thank you, no. I do not like gooseberries. 

[He looks at Helen, resenting her presence. Pause. 

LUCINDA [embarrassed but brave]. You must find Cranford a 
dull place after your martial career. Colonel Redfern. 

redfern. I find it very pleasant to be back in England. 

LUCINDA. It is safer, I have no doubt. Did you find the 
Asiatics very fierce ? 

REDFERN [glancing at helen]. I have not come here to talk 
about myself. Miss Baines. 

LUCINDA. But yours has been an adventurous life. Surely 

redfern. Pardon me, madam, a soldier’s tales are not for a 
lady’s ear. My life is of less interest to you than yours is to me. 

LUCINDA. Mine 1 But I 

REDFERN [rising]. Yes. That is what I have come to hear, 
and as Miss Masters is your god-daughter she must know 
all about you, and I fear it would only weary her to hear you 
telling me. 
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LUCINDA. I am sure Helen xrill not mind. I have nothing 
to tell. 

HELEN Yes, Colonel Redfern, I ought to leave you 

two old friends together. 

LUCINDA [rising, frigbfer.tJ], But, Helen I Colonel, your arrival 
interrupted us. Helen was telling me of her betrothal. 

REDFERN I Congratulate Miss Masters. 

HELEN. Thank you. Colonel Redfern. 

LUCINDA. Go on, Helen. 

HELEN. Really, Miss Baines, there is nothing more to tell. 

REDFERN. Ah 1 And so ? 

HELEN. May I have a word with Susan before I go ? 

LUCINDA. You are not going I 

HEI.E.N. I must. 

LUCINDA. But 

HELEN. I will Step in later on to say farewell. Good morning. 
Colonel Redfern. 

REDFERN [cptr.ir.^ door end boning. Good morning. Miss 
Masters [es she passes tiri\, and bless you for a sensible 
girl. 

[Exit HELEN. He turns from closing the door end speaks 
ccmmendir.glj. 

Now, Lucy. 

LUCINDA [feir.tlj protesting\. Colonel Redfern I 

REDFERN. I remind you, Lucy, that my Christian name is 
Charles. 

LUCINDA. I had not forgotten. 

REDFERN. Nor thc last time you called me by it, I warrant. 
This very room, wasn’t it ? I never had such a downfall in my 
life. In I came, found you alone, popped the question, and 
when you rapped out your " No ” I could have dropped through 
the floor for simple wonderment, Fd made so sure you were 
only waiting to be asked. I’ve taken some gruelling in my time, 
but I was never harder hit than on that day — how many? — 
twenty-five years ago ? 

LuciND.A. Twenty-five years, three months, ten days. It was 
March seventeenth, 1834. 
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REDFEUN. Ah ? So youVc not forgotten. No, nor 1. Not 
the way I cut and ran like a whipped dog with my tail between 
my legs — all the way to India as fast as sail and wind would 
carry me. And, do you know, Lucy, I’ve been trying ever since 
the day I landed there to get home again. For twenty-five years 
I’ve been trying. That’s why I never wrote. I always expected 
myself to be here as quickly as a letter. At first I couldn’t get 
leave, and if I bad I couldn’t have paid my passage, and when I 
got leave I had fever, and when I recovered from the fever 
I’d to go on active service — and when I was better from my 
wound 

LUCINDA. You were wounded I 

REDFERN. A trifle that time, but it kept me there till the next 
affair, and so it’s gone on all these years till the Mutiny came, 
and I went through that without a scratch, and thought it time 
to send my papers in and make for home. And that’s the last 
word rU say about myself. Now, Lucy, what have you been 
doing ? 

LUCINDA. I ? Living at home. 

REDFERN. Do you kuow what home means to me ? I used to 
hear the other fellows talk of home — ^mothers, sisters, sweet- 
hearts, wives, and children. Home meant something to us all. 
It meant Cranford to me. 

LUCINDA. But you hadn’t used to live in Cranford. 

REDFERN. You did, and Cranford meant you. Lucy, don’t 
you know why I have come home ? 

LUCINDA. Have you not reached the age for retirement ? 

REDFERN. Age ? I am as young as on the day I went away. 
I’ve come to ask you a question, Lucy. It’s the doubt that lay 
heavy on my mind the day I landed in India, and made me want 
to take the next ship home, and it’s not grown less since then. 
It’s this — suppose I hadn’t listened to you, suppose I had asked 
again, would you still have told me “ No ” ? 

LUCINDA. How can I tell what I should have said ? 

REDFERN. Comc, Lucy, you had the date off pat. You’d not 
forgotten that. 

LUCINDA. It is all so many years ago. 
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t.j^’rras. You n'.tan I sin to let byjtf^nc? be br£;oncJ. 

M CtSDA. If you {'’rs'ic, Colonel flcdfcrn. 
r.rorr.RS'. No, 1 «]o not plrarc. But 1 obey. The 

"5!! i' na'.f — Inn there remain', the future. 

t.fciNOA. .'\rc you yoinp to r.:?l;c your future home in 
Crant arti, Colonel ? 

ntDt rFUs'. I hope :o, I.uq-. I rbal! rtay on fit the George until 
I’ve lool.cd round, nnd th, cn, 1 trurt, anchorage. 

t.i'CiNDA. Tlten no doubt e.c rh.all have friend*; in common 
at V. hofc hourcr- vee m.ay ch.anrc to meet fometimts. 

nr.DrT.KN. Other people's houses I You’re R cordi.a! hostess, 

I.UCT. 

LVCisnA. Colonel Redfern, you butvc recalled the occasion 
■c'hcn last you vbited me. ?>'y father v.-as already dead, nnd, 
since the day of your call, no gentleman has entered my house 
until to-day. Your coming here breahs all my rules. 

r.t-uritp.s. Tl-.cn I thin); it's time you had r. little male society, 
i.ccts'OA. nds is an old maid’s house. 
r.r.DiT.n.v. Old ntaid be hanged. 1 beg your p.ardon, Lita*. A 
loldicf'j bluntncss. But I am seeing you nma’ as I saw you then 
with your bonny face and those de.ar blue eyes with what I 
fanned was the love-light in them, though now I know that it 
WA' just the sunshine of your soul, and the smile that has made 
ray fever-bed a thing of joy because I could lie still and think of 
you and — and — yes, madam, I will s.ay it — the neatest ankle in 
the world peeping out below your petticoats. 'Ilie Ix)rd forgive 
me for recalling such a thing, but you wouldn’t believe the 
comfort that ankle's been to me in hidh. 

LCcnsDA, Colonel, hadn't you better rub your eyes ? 
tu:nnr.r..v;. Why, madam ? 

Luci-VOA. To see me as I am. 

rxDJT.R.*r. I zee no cliangc. It might have been yesterday. 
i.t’CiN*DA. You arc laughing at me. 
lurorcrxj. I do not laugh at my divinity. 
x.ucn.s*DA. Then it is your pleasure, sir, to be gall.ant, nnd I 
suggest you find a better subject for your gallantry than a lean 
and wrinkled 
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REDFERN. Lucy, have you a looking-glass ? 

EUcmoA. I see my wrinkles in it every day, 

REDFERN. Your glass tells lies. 

LUCINDA. Colonel, I am too old for compliments. May I ask 
you to state what is the object of your visit ? 

REDFERN. The object, madam I Upon my word, you are a 
b’ttle short. 

LUCINDA. I find you, sir, a little long. 

REDFERN. Very well, madam, I will be brief. It is not the 
custom of the Service to beat about the bush. I have an object, 
and the object is to ask you to be my wife. It’s the second time 
of asking, Lucy, and it’s a plaguey long time since the first, but 
that was not my fault. It’s the lady’s privilege to change her 
mind. Won’t you change yours ? 

LUCINDA. Yes, Charles, my mind is changed. 

REDFERN \approacbing gtadlj\. Lucy ? 

LUCINDA \backing with band up]. You do not understand. 

REDFERN. I Understand that you have changed your mind, 
and 

LUCINDA. Charles, when I said “ No,” it was my lips that 
spoke. My mind, my heart were aching to say “ Yes ” — ^five- 
and-twenty years ago. To-day I am all united when I answer 
“No.” 

REDFERN. Ah, but I’ll not take “ No ” this time. I’ll ask and 
ask again until 

LUCINDA. Till what, Charles ? Till I become a girl again ? 
Your asking will not bring back my youth, nor yours. 

REDFERN. Mine ? Time does not matter if love keeps young. 

LUCINDA. Has yours kept young ? 

REDFERN. It is young and fresh and strong as on the day I 
went away. It’s never flagged. It’s 

LUCINDA. And I will tcU you why. Because you went away 
and had a great career in India. You put your love aside and 
filled your mind with other thoughts. 

REDFERN. Not filled. 

LUCINDA. Oh, sparing me a small recess, securely sealed, as I 
seal up my autumn plums. You took it out sometimes, that 
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thought of me, to polish up and put it back in its recess until 
the nest campaign 'w^as over and gave you leisure for another 
look. But I’d no splendid wars to occupy my mind. I had no 
seal to put upon my love to keep it fresh. The pain was great 
until Time came to heal the open sore. Time put a halo round 
your love for me, but Time killed mine for you. 

REDFERN. Lucy, it is not too late. Love doesn’t die. It sleeps. 
Let me awaken yours to life. 

LUCINDA. It has been too late for many years. Charles, I 
want you to understand. It is too late. I do not look for 
happiness. I have contentment. 

REDFERN. And what have I ? 

Lucinda. You have had your life, a full life, Charles, a man’s 
life. 

RBDFERN. I have lived on hopes. I can’t live on regrets. 

LUCINDA. Change them to memories. 

RBDFERN. Of what ? 

LUCINDA. Of what ? For you the years have brought a great 
career. For me catastrophe. 

RBDFERN. Then — then is there no hope for me, Lucy ? 

LUCINDA. None. 

RBDFERN [f/ioi'ing toK'ards ber\. In India, I have not known 
defeat. 

LUCINDA. You arc back in England now. Colonel. 

RBDFERN. ColoUel I 

LUCINDA \exiendhg band]. Good-bye, Charles. 

RBDFERN [taking it, appealingly]. Lucy ! [Sbe shakes her bead.] 
Good-bye. 

[E>dt RBDFERN. LUCT sits. Opens the locket she shears on 
a chain round her neck and buries it against her face, 
kissing it. 

Enter helen, softly. 

HELEN. May I come in ? 

LUCINDA [closing locket]. Helen, did I disappoint you greatly 
when I said I could not receive your Harry ? 

HELEN. We both hoped very much that he might come. 
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LUCINDA. Helen, tell him from me that be may come, just 
once, if be will wipe bis boots most carefully and sit there quietly 
in the centre of the room. 

HELEN. Ob, thank you. Miss Baines. You can’t tell how 
much pleasure you will give us both. 

[Exit HELEN. MISS BAINES cartfullj Straightens her anti- 
macassars. SUSAN knocks. 

LUCINDA. Q)me in. [susan enters. 

SUSAN [ajpeei}. Miss Baines I 

LUCINDA. What is it, Susan ? 

SUSAN. The gentleman. 

LUCINDA. Yes ? 

SUSAN. He gave me this [shotaing sopereign]. Am I to keep it, 
mem ? 

LUCINDA. Certainly, Susan. 

SUSAN. He said it was for a new gown or — or a present for 
my sweetheart and — oh, miss, I do not want a gown, and I do 
so want a sweetheart, and I don’t care if it is forward to say it, 
for I do. 

LUCINDA. You remember I said “ No followers,” Susan. 

SUSAN. Yes, miss, I have not forgotten, nor likely to, neither. 

LUCINDA. You are young, Susan. 

SUSAN. Not me. I’m twenty-three in November. 

LUCINDA. Yes, you’re young. 

SUSAN. Too young for a sweetheart, miss ? 

LUCINDA. No, Susan. I did say you were to have no follower-s, 
but if you meet with a man you like and let me know, and I find 
on proper inquiry that he is respectable, 1 shall have no objection 
to his coming to see you once a week, if he will promise to move 
carefully in the kitchen and abstain from raising his voice. 

SUSAN [kneeling at lucinda’s feet]. Oh, Miss Baines 1 

LucncDA [simply]. God forbid that I should grieve any young 
hearts. 


CURTAIN 



THE STEPMOTHER 1 

A FARCE IN ONE ACT 

Bt Arkold Beknett 

Arnold Bennett’s best plnys arc “ Milestones ” (written in 
collaboration with Edward Knoblock), “ The Great Adventure,” 
and “ What the Public Wants.” There arc others, of course, 
but the three indicated arc pre-eminent. A one-act play like 
“ The Stepmother ” shows his genius, but it docs him less than 
justice. It was written when he was thirty-two. 

Arnold Bennett appealed to the public as a novelist first and 
a dramatist second, whereas Galsworthy was regarded as a 
dramatist first and a novelist second. Bennett’s best novels arc 
undoubtedly Tie Old Tele, RIeejaan Steps, and the 

Clajbar.ger trilogy. 

Both in fiction and in drama he excelled in amusing comedy 
with a strong flavour of satire. His influence was entirely 
healthy. He was famous for his minute knowledge of human 
nature and for his skill in laying bare all that is best and worst 
in the characters he described. 


* Applications regarding amateur performances of this play should be 
addressed to Messrs James B. Pinher and Son, 52 Haymarket, London, 
S.W.i, or to Mr Lc Roy Phillips, 41 Winter Suect, Boston, Massachusetts, 
U.SJL 
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THE STEPMOTHER 
CHARACTERS 

Cora Prout, a popular novelist and a mdorv, aged thirty 
Adrian Prout, her stepson, aged twenty 
Thomas Gardner, a doctor, aged thirty-five 
Christine Feversham, Mrs Prout’s secretary, agea twenty 

“ The Stepmother ” has not been produced 
professionally. 

Scene : mrs prout’s study : luxuriously furnished ; large table in 
centre, upon which are a new novel. Press-cuttings, and the usual 
apparatus of literary compositions. Christine is seated at the 
large table, ready for work, and awaiting the advent of mrs prout. 
To pass the time she picks up the novel, the leaves of which are net 
cut, and glances at a page here and there. Enter mrs prout, 
hurried and preoccupied ; the famous novelist is attired in a plain 
morning gown, which in the perfection of its cut displays the beauty 
of her figure. She nods absently to Christine, and sits down in an 
armchair away from the table. 

CHRISTINE. Good morning, Mrs Prout. I’m afraid you arc 
still sleeping badly. 

MRS prout. Do I look it, girl ? 

CHRISTINE. You don’t specially look it, Mrs Prout. But I 
observe. You arc my third novelist, and they have all taught me 
to observe. Before I took up novelists I was with a Member of 
Parliament, and he never observed anything except five-line 
whips, 

MRS prout. Really I Five-line whips I Oblige me by {jutting 
that down in Notebook No. z. There will be an M.P. in that 
wretched thirty-thousand-word thing I’ve promised for the 
Christmas number of the P^ew York Surpriser and it might be 
useful. I might even make an epigram out of it. 

CHRISTINE. Yes, Mrs Prout. [Writes. 
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MRS PROUT. And what arc your observations about me ? 

CHRISTINE [while writings Well, this is twice in three weeks 
that you’ve been here five minutes late in the morning. 

MRS PROUT. Is that all ? You don’t think my stuff’s falling off ? 

CHRISTINE. Oh, no, Mrs Prout ! I know it’s not falling off. I 
was just going to tell you. The butler’s been in, and wished me 
to inform you that he begged to give notice. [iMkJngnp^ It seems 
that last night you ordered lum to cut the leaves of our new 
novel. [Petting book matemclly\ He said he just looked into it, 
and he thinks it’s disgraceful to ask a respectable butler to cut 
the leaves of such a book. So he begs to give warning. Oh, no, 
Mrs Prout, your stuff isn’t falling off. 

MRS PROUT [grimly\. What did you say to him, girl ? 

CHRISTINE. First I looked at him, and then I said, “ Brown, 
you will probably be able to get a place on the reviewing staff 
of the Methodist Kecorderd' 

MRS PROUT. Christine, one day, I really believe, you will come 
to employ a secretary of your own. 

CHRISTINE. I hope so, Mrs Prout. But I intend to keep off 
the morbid introspection line. You do that so awfully well. I 
think I shall go in for smart dialogue, with marquises and 
country houses, and a touch of old-fashioned human nature at 
the bottom. It appears to me that’s what’s coming along very 
shortly. . . . Shdl we begin, Mrs Prout ? 

MRS PROUT [disinclined]. Yes, I suppose so. [Clearing her throat] 
By the way, anything special in the Press-cuttings ? 

CHRISTINE. Nothing very special. \¥ingering the pile of press- 
cuttings] The Morning Call says, “ genius in every line.” 

MRS PROUT [blasf]. Hum I 

CHRISTINE. The Daily Reporter : " Cora Prout may be talented 
— ^we should hesitate to deny it — ^but she is one of several of our 
leading novelists who should send themselves to a Board School 
in order to learn grammar.” 

MRS PROUT. Grammar again 1 They must keep a grammar in 
the office I Personally I think it’s frightfully bad form to talk 
about grammar to a lady. But they never had any taste at the 
Reporter. Don’t read me any more. Let us commence work. 
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Mr Adrian is your dead husband’s son, and you turned him out 
of your house, and now you’re sorry. 

MRS PROUT. Christine, you know perfectly well that I — cr — 
requested him to go because he would insist on making love to 
you, which interfered with our work. Besides, it was not quite 
nice for a man to make love to the secretary of his stepmother. 
I wonder you are indelicate enough to refer to the matter. You 
should never have permitted his advances. 

CHRISTINE. I didn’t permit them. I wasn’t asked to. I 
tolerated them. I hadn’t been secretary to a lady novelist with 
a stepson before, and I wasn’t quite sure what was included in 
the duties. I always like to give satisfaction. 

MRS PROUT. You do givc satisfaction. Let that end the 
discussion. 

CHRISTINE \potrting^ turning to her notebook, reads]. “ ‘ Damn I ’ 
said the doctor, ‘ so I have.’ ” [Pause.] “ ‘ Damn I ’ said the 
doctor, ‘ so I have.’ ” [Pause. 

MP^ PROUT. Christine, did you find out who was the author of 
that article on “ Medicine in Fiction ” ? 

CHRISTINE. Is tbat what’s bothering you, Mrs Prout ? Of 
course it was a nasty attack, but it is very unlike you to trouble 
about critics. 

MRS PROtrr. It has hurt me more than I can say. That was why 
I asked you to make a few discreet inquiries. 

CHRISTINE. I did ask at my club. 

MRS PROUT. And what did they think there ? 

CHRISTINE. They laughed at me, and said every one knew you 
had written it yourself just to keep the silly season alive, July 
being a sickly month for reputations. 

MRS PROUT. What did you say to that ? 

CHRISTINE. I should prefer not to repeat it. 

MRS PROUT. Christine, I insist. Your modesty is becoming a 
disease. 

CHRISTINE. I said they were fools 

MRS PROUT. A little abrupt, perhaps, but effective. 

CHRISTINE. Not to See that the grammar was difierent from 
ours. 
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MRS PROUT. Oh 1 that was what you said, was it ? 

CHRISTINE. It was, and it settled them. 

MRS PROUT [assuming a confidtnfial air], Christine, I believe 1 
know who wrote that article. 

CHRISTINE. Who? 

MRS PROUT. Dr Gardner. [Burs/s info (ears. 

CHRISTINE [sDOfh'tig ter]. But he lives on the floor below, in 
the very flat underneath this. 

MRS PROUT [ebokJng bock her sobs'l. Yes. It is too dreadful. 

CHRISTINE. But he comes here nearly every evening. 

MRS PROUT [sharply]. Who told you that ? 

CHRISTINE. Now, Mrs Prout, let me implore you to be calm. 
The butler told me. I didn’t ask him, and as I cannot be ex- 
pected to foretell what my employer’s butler will say before he 
opens his mouth, I am not to blame. [Compresses her lips.] Shall 
we continue ? 

MRS PROUT. Christine, do you think it was Dr Gardner? I 
would give worlds to know. 

CHRISTINE [coldly analytic]. Do you mean that you would give 
worlds to know that it was Dr Gardner, or that it wasn’t Dr 
Gardner ? Or would give worlds merely to know the author’s 
name — no matter who he might be ? 

MRS PROUT [sighing]. You are dreadfully unsympathetic this 
morning. 

CHRISTINE. I am placid, nothing else. Please recollect that 
when you engaged me you asked if you might rely on me to be 
placid, as your previous secretary, when you dictated the pathetic 
chapters, had wept so freely into her notebook that she couldn’t 
transcribe her stuff, besides permanently injuring her eyesight 
Since you ask my opinion as to Dr Gardner being the author of 
this attack on you, I say that he isn’t. Apart from the facts that 
he lives on the floor below, and that he is, so the butler says, a 
constant visitor in the evenings, there is the additional fact — a 
fact which I have several times observed for myself without the 
assistance of the butler — that he likes you. 

MRS PROUT. You have noticed that. It is true. But the 
question is : Does he like me sufficiently not to attack my work 
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in the public Press ? That is the point. The writer of that cruel 
article begins by saying that he has no personal animus, and that 
he is actuated solely by an enthusiasm for the cause of medicine 
and the medical profession. 

CHRISTINE. You mean to infer, Mrs Prout, that the author of 
the article might, as a man, like you, while as a doctor he 
despised you ? 

MRS PROUT [whimpering again]. That is my suspicion, 

CHRISTINE. But Dr Gardner does more than like you. He 
adores you. 

MRS PROUT. He adores my talent, my genius, my fame, my 
wealth ; but does he adore me ? I am not an ordinary woman, 
and it is no use pretending that I am. I must think of these 
things. 

CHRISTINE. Neither is Dr Gardner an ordinary doctor. His 
researches into toxicology 

MRS PROUT. His researches are nothing to me. I wish he 
wasn’t a doctor at all. 

CHRISTINE. Even doctors have their place in the world, 
Mrs Prout. 

MRS PROUT. They should not meddle with fiction, poking 
their noses 

CHRISTINE. But if fiction meddles with . . .? You know 
fiction is really very meddlesome. It pokes its nose with great 
industry. 

MRS PROUT [puUing herself together]. Christine, you have never 
understood me. Let us continue. 

CHRISTINE [with an offended air, turning once more to her notebook]. 
“ ‘ Damn 1 ’ said the doctor, ‘ so I have.’ ” 

MRS PROUT [coughing]. New line. “ A smile flashed across 

the lips of Isabel as she took up a glittering knife ” 

[Gives a great sobi] Oh, Christine 1 I’m sure Dr Gardner 
wrote it. 

CHRISTINE. Very well, madam. He wrote it. We have at last 
settled something, [mrs prout buries her face in her hands. 
CHRISTINE looks Up, and after an instant's pause springs towards herl] 
You poor dear I You are perfectly hysterical this morning. 

D 
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You must go and lie down for a little. A horizontal posture is 
what you need. 

MRS PROUT. Perhaps you ate right. I will leave you for an 
hour. \YoUtrs io berftet.'\ Take down this note for Dr Gardner. 
He may call this morning. In fact, I rather think he will. " The 
answer to the question is ‘ No ’ ” — Capital N. 

CHRISTINE. Shall I sign it ? 

MRS PROUT. Yes ; sign it " C P.” And if he comes, give it 
him yourself, and say that I can see no one. And, Christine, 
would you mind seeing the b-b-butlcr, and 

try to reason him into a sensible attitude towards my n-n-novds ? 
In my present state of health I couldn’t stand any change. And 
he is so admirable at table. 

CHRISTINE. Shall I offer some compromise in our neat novel ? 
I might inquire what is the irreducible minimum of his demands. 

MRS PROUT Anything, anything, if he will stay. 

CHRISTINE [folloviTSg MRS PROUT to fbt door, and touching hr 
sbouldtr caressingly]. Try to sleep. 

[Exit MRS PROUT. CHRISTINE s'bfstles in a hv tout as sh 
returns meditatively to her seat. 

CHRISTINE [looking at ter notebook]. " Isabel took up a glittering 
knife,” did she ? “ The answer to the question is ‘ No,’ ” with 
a capital N. “ C P.” sounds like Carter Paterson. Now, as I 
have nothing to do, I think I wiH devote the morning to an 
article on " Hysteria in Lady Novelists.” Um 1 Ah 1 “ The 
answer to the question is ‘ No ’ ” — capital N. What question ? 
Can it be that the lily-white hand of the author of Heart Aeh 
has . . . ? [Knock.] Come in. 

Enter dr Gardner 

GARDNER. Oh, good morning. Miss Feversham. 

CHRISTINE. Good morning. Dr Gardner. You seem surprised 
to see me here. Yet I am to be found in this chair daily at this 
hour. 

GARDNER. Not at all, not at all. I assure you I fully expected 
to find both you and the chair. I also expected to find Mrs 
Prout. 
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omiSTiST,. Arc you capable of interrupting our litcraty 
labours ? W'c do not receive callers so early, Dr Gardner. 
Which reminds me that I h.rvc several times rcm.arkcd that 
this study ought not to have a door opening into the 
corridor. 

G.MinNr.R. As for that, may I venture to offer the excuse that 
I had an appointment vilh Mrs Prout ? 

ctirasTtsr„ At what hour ? She never makes appointments 
before noon. 

GAnDNT.R. I believe she did ray twelve o’clock. 

CHRJSTi.sr. et hr And it is now twenty-five 

minutes to ten. Punctu.ality is a vinuc. You may be said to 
have raised it to the dignity of a fine art. 

C.SRtsNT.n. 1 v.'ill wait. [Sits disr.] I trust that I do not 
interrupt ? 

citRiSTisn. Yes, Doctor, 1 regret to say that you do. I was 
about to commence the composition of an article. 

GAF.nxrrn Upon wliat ? 

CHRISTINT- Upon *' Mystcria in Lady Novelists.” It is my 
speciality. 

GARDST.R. Surely lady novelists arc not hysterical ? 

CHRisnsT- Tiic increase of hysteria among iliat class of 
persons is one of the saddest fc.aturcs of the age. 

GARD.sT,n. Dear me 1 [Hr.tbujiaslicsll)] But I can tell you the 
name of one lady novelist who isn’t hysterical — and that, 
perhaps, the greatest name of all — Mrs Prout. 

ciiRJSTJNR. Of (turst not, of course not. Doctor, Neverthe- 
less, Mrs Prout is somewhat indisposed this morning. 

GARDNT.R. Cora — ill ! What is it ? Nothing serious ? 

CHRiSTiNU. Rest assured. Tlic merest slight indisposition. 
Just sufficient to delay us an hour or two with our work. 
Nothing more. Nerves, you know. Tiic imagination of a great 
artist. Dr Gardner, is often too active, too stressful, for the frail 
physical organism. 

GARDN’ER. Ah 1 You regard Mrs Prout ns a great artist ? 

CHRISTINE. Doctor — even to ask such a question ... 1 Do 
not you ? 
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GARDNER, I ? To mc shc is unique, I say. Miss Feversham, 
were you ever in love ? 

CHRISTINE, In love ? I havc had preferences, 

GARDNER, Among men ? 

CHRISTINE, No ; among boys. Recollect I am only twenty, 
though singularly precocious in shrewdness and calm judg- 
ment, 

GARDNER, Twenty ? You amaze me, Miss Feversham, I 
have often been struck by your common sense and knowledge 
of the world. They would do credit to a woman of fifty, 

CHRISTINE, I am glad to notice that you do not stoop to offer 
mc vulgar compliments about my face, 

GARDNER, I am incapable of such conduct. I esteem your 
mental qualities too highly. And so you havc had your pre- 
ferences among boys ? 

CHRISTINE, Yes, I like to catch them from eighteen to 
twenty. They arc so sweet and fresh then, like new milk. 
The mplojl of the Express Dairy Qjmpany who leaves me 
my half-pint at my lodgings each morning is a perfectly lovely 
dear. I adore liim, 

GARDNER. Hc is onc of your preferences, then ? 

CHRISTINE. A preference among milkmen, of whom, as I 
change my lodgings frequently, I havc known many. Then 
there is the postman — not a day more than eighteen, I am 
sure, though that is contrary to the regulations of St Mirtin’s- 
le-Grand. Dr Gardner, you should see my postman. When 
hi brings them I can receive even rejected articles with 
equanimity. 

GARDNER. I should be charmed to sec him. But tell me. 
Miss Feversham, havc you had no serious preferences ? 

CHRISTINE. You sccm interested in this question of pre- 
ferences. 

GARDNER. I am. 

CHRISTINE, Doctor, I wUl open my heart to you. It is 
conceivable you may be of use to mc. You arc on friendly 
terms with Adrian, and doubtless you know the history of 
his exit from this house, [gardner nods, with a smile.l Doctor, 
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he and I arc passionatclj* attached to each otlicr. Our ages 
arc precisely alike. It is a bcaiilifiil idyll, or r.nthcr it would 
he, if dc,ar Mrs Prout did not trj* to transform it into a tragedy 
She has not only turned the darling boy out, but she has 
absolutely forbidden him the house. 

CAnDNT.n. Doubtless she had her reasons. 

CJtnisn.sT.. Oh, I’m //-re she had. Only, you see, her reasons 
aren’t ours. Of course we could marry at once if we chose. I 
could easily keep Adrian. I do not, however, wish to incon- 
venience dear hirs Prout. It is a mistake to quarrel with the 
rich relations of one’s future husband. But I was thinking that 
perhaps you. Doctor, might persuade dear ^^rs Prout that my 
marri.igc to Adrian need not necessarily interfere with the 
performance of my duties as her secretary. 

GAnoNT-R. Anything that I can do. Miss Feversham, you may 
rely on me doing. 

cltRtSTiKr.. You arc a dear. 

GARDNTR. But why should you imagine that I have any 
influence with Mrs Prout ? 

cttniSTiNP- I do not imagine ; I know. It is my unerring 
insight over again, my faultless observation. Doctor, you did 
not begin to question me about love because you were interested 
in ny love affairs, but because you were interested in your 
own, and couldn't keep off the subject, I read you like a book. 
You love Mrs Prout, my dear Doctor. Therefore you have 
influence over her. No woman is uninfluenced by the man 
who loves her. 

GARDST.R \lGU^:ir,g Itts ccr, self-saiisjccticr, r.rd 3(lf-cor.snousr,tss\. 
You have noticed that I admire Mrs Prout ? It appears that 
nothing escapes you. 

CHRiSTiNH. That is a trifle. Tlic butler has noticed it. 

GARDsnu. Tiic butler 1 

CIIRISTINT- Tlic butler. 

GARDNER [svVi ehar.don]. Let him. Let the whole world 
notice. Miss Feversham, be it known that I love Mrs Prout 
with passionate adoration. Before the day is out I shall dthcr 
be her affianced bridegroom — or I shall be a dead man. 
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ciiniSTiNf, [/ttJtitnsi/cni'lird, in a lov, ftnsi voia\. You proposed 
to her last niplit ? 

OAnDST.fi. I (lid. 

cimtSTtNii. And 50 U were to come for the answer this 

motnin/] ? 

GAuoNr.u, Yes. Cm you not pijcss that I am eager — excited? 
Can you not pardon me for thinhing it is noon at twenty-five 
minutes to ten ? Ah, Miss Feversham, if Adrian adores you 
with one-tenth of the fire svith whicii I adore Mrs Prout 

CJtniSTiNr.. Stop, Doctor, I do not wish to be a burnt 
sacrifice. Now let me ask you a question. You have seen 
that attack on Mrs Prout, entitled " Medicine in Fiction,” in 
this monilt’s Fen/m. Do you know the author of it ? 

GARON'nn. I don't, flas it disturbed Mrs Prout ? 

ciintSTiNi'.. It has. Did she not mention it to you ? 

GARO.ST.K. Not a word. If I did J;now the author of it, if 
I ever do know the author of it, I will tear him [fitrrtlj] limb 
from limb. 

CJiKtSTiNU, I trust you will chloroform him first. It will 
be horrid of you if you don’t. 

GARDNT.n. I absolutely decline to chloroform him first. 

citfiiSTiKT'. You must. 

GAn.DNr.It. I won’t. 

citniSTiNK. Never mind. Perhaps you will be dead. Re- 
member that you have promised to lull yourself to-day on a 
certain contingency. Should you really do it ? Should you 
really put an end to your life if Mrs Prout gave you a refusal ? 

GAnoNr.n. I swear it. Existence would be valueless to me. 

CHRISTINE. By the way, Mrs Prout told me that if you called 
I was to s.ay that she could see no one. 

GARDNER. Scc iio One 1 But she promised . . . 

CHRISTINE. However, she left a note. 

GARDNER [starling stp\. Give it to me instantly. Why didn’t 
you give it me before ? 

CHRISTINE. I had no opportunity. Besides, I haven’t tran- 
scribed it yet. It was dictated. 

GAP.DNER. Dictated ? Arc you sure ? 
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C15RISTIKE [scn'cuslj]. Oh, yes, she dictates ndytlir.g. 

GAUDS'ER. Well, wdl, read it to me. Quick, I say. 

CURtSTiKE ertr Itsrts risps31j\. Here it is. Arc you 

listcniop ? 

G.'.EDNT.R. Gre.at Heaven I 

CHRISTINE \rtt:ds fron hr ihrtbr.r.d r.ctej]. " The answer to 
your question is ” 

GARDNER. Go OH. 

CHRISTINE hr trtctb first]. “ Yes. — C. P.” Tlicrc I 

I’ve saved your life for you. 

GARDNT.R. You have indeed, my dear girl. But I must see 
her. 1 must see my beloved Cora. 

CHRtSTiNr. [trJJrp t;s tsi.d]. Accept my advice, Doctor — the 
advice of a simple, artless girl. Do not attempt to sec her 
to-day, Tliere arc reasons of emotion vahen a woman [Steps,] 
. . . Go downstairs and write to her, and then give the letter 
to me. [Pets bin or. tbi berk. 

GARD.sxR. I will, by Jove. Miss Feversham, you’re a good 
sort. And as you’ve told me something, I’ll tell you something. 
Adrian is going to storm the castle to-day. 

CHRISTINE. Adrian 1 [A kr.cck. 

E-rtcr ADRI.AN 

ADRIAN. Since you comm.ind it, I enter. 

GARDNER. Let mc pass, bold youth. 

[Esdt DR GARDNER lurricdlj. 

ADRIAN [mrccTse bj Gardner’s bsste]. Why this avalanche ? 
Has something liappcncd suddenly ? 

CHRISTINE. Several things have happened suddenly, Adrian, 
and several more will probably h.appcn when your mamma 
discovers that you arc defying her orders in this audacious 
manner. Why arc you here ? [Kisses bin,] You perfect 
duck 1 

ADRIAN [grcrely], 1 sm not here. Miss Feversham 

CHRISTINE, “ Aliss Fcvcrsham ” — and my kiss still warm 
on his lips 1 

ADRIAN. I repeat. Miss Feversham, that I am not here. 
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This [pointing to bimstlf\ is not 1. It is merely a rather smart 
member of the staff of the Daily Snail, come to interview Cora 
Front, the celebrated novelist. 

CHRISTINE. And I have kissed a Snail reporter. Ugh 1 

ADRIAN. Impetuosity has ruined many women. 

CHRISTINE. It is a morning of calamities. [Assuming tbi 
secretarial pose\ Your card, please. 

ADRIAN [banding card]. With pleasure. 

CHRISTINE [taking card by tbe extreme corner, perusing it with 
disdain, and then dropping it on tbe floor]. We never see interviewers 
in the morning. 

ADRIAN. Then I will call this afternoon. 

CHRISTINE. You must Write for an appointment. 

ADRIAN. Oh ! Fil take my chances, thanks. 

CHRISTINE. We never give them ; it is our rule. We have 
to be very particular. The fact is, we hate being interviewed, 
and we only submit to the process out of a respectful regard 
for the great and enh'ghtened pubh'c. Any sort of notoriety, 
any suggestion of self-advertisement, is distasteful to us. What 
do you wish to interview us about ? If it’s the new novel, 
we are absolutely mum. Accept that from me. 

ADRIAN. It isn’t the new novel. The Snail wishes to know 
whether Mrs Prout feels inclined to make any statement in 
reply to that article, “ Medicine in Fiction,” in the Forum. 

CHRISTINE. Oh, Adrian, do you know anjThing about that 
article ? 

ADRIAN. Rather 1 I know all about it. 

CHRISTINE. You treasure I You invaluable darling I I will 
marry you to-morrow morning by special licence 

ADRIAN. Recollect, it is a Snail reporter whom you arc 
addressing. Suppose I were to print that ! 

CHRISTINE. Just SO. You are prudence itself, while I, for 
the moment, happen to be a little — a little abnormal. I saved 
a man’s life this morning, and it is apt to upset one’s nerves. 
It is a dreadful thing to do — to save a man’s life. And the 
consequences will be simply frightful for me. 

[Buries berface in btr bands. 
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ADRiAK. Christine {takirtg btr bands\, what arc you raving 
about ? You arc not yourself. 

CHRISTINE. I wish I Wasn’t. [Looking up with forced calm] 
Adrian, there is a possibility of your being able to save 
me from the results of my horrible act, if only you will 
tell me the name of the author of that article in the 
Forum. 

ADRIAN [terderlj]. Ciiristinc, you little know what you ask. 
But for you I will do anything. . . . Kiss me, my white lily. 

[JT/if kisses kirn. 

CHRISTINE [:iilspers]. Tell me. 

[He folds her in his arms. 

Euler MRS prout, exci/edlj 

MRS PROUT [as she enters]. Christine, that appalling butler has 
actually left the house. . . . [Obserring group] Heavens I 

CHRISTINE [ quietly disengagng herself]. You seem a little better, 
Mrs Prout. A person to interview you from the Daily Snail 
[pointing to Adrian.] 

MRS PROUT. Adrian 1 

ADPUtAN. Yes, Mamma. 

MRS PROUT [opening her lips to speak and then closing them]. Sit 
down. 

ADRIAN. Certainly, Mamma. [J’/Vr. 

MRS PROUT. How dare you come here ? 

ADRIAN. I don’t know how. Mamma. 

[Picks up bis card from the floor and bands it to her ; then 
resumes bis seat. 

MRS PROUT [glan.dng at card]. Pah I 

CHRISTINE. That’s just what I told the person, Mrs Prout. 

[MRS PROUT hums her tp nitb a glance. 

MRS PROUT. You have, then, abandoned your medical studies, 
for which I had paid all the fees ? 

ADRIAN. Yes, Mamina. You see, I was obliged to earn 
something at once. So I took to journalism. I am getting on 
quite niedy. The editor of the Snail says that I may review 
your nest book. 
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viRS PROOT. Unnatural stepson, to review in cold blood the 
novel of your own stepmother I But this morning I am getting 
used to misfortunes, 

ADRIAN. It cuts me to the heart to hear you refer to any 
action of mine as a misfortune for you. Perhaps you would 
prefer that I should at once relieve you of my presence ? 

MRS PROUT. Decidedly, yes — ^that is, if Christine thinks she 
can do without the fifth act of that caress which I interrupted, 

CHRISTINE. The curtain was already falling, madam. 

MRS PROUT. Very well, [To Adrian] Good-day. 

ADRIAN. As a stepson I retire. As the “ special ” of the 
Daily Snail I must insist on remaining. A “ special ” of the 
Daily Snail is incapable of being snubbed. He knows what 
he wants, and he gets it, or he ceases to be a “ special ” of 
the Daily Snail. 

MRS PROUT, I esteem the Press, and though I should prefer 
an existence of absolute privacy, I never refuse its demands. 
I sacrifice myself to my public, freely acknowledging that a 
great artist has no exclusive right to the details of his own 
daily life. A great artist belongs to the world. What is it 
you want, Mr Snail ? 

ADRIAN. I want to know whether you care to say anything 
in reply to that article on “ Medicine in Fiction ” in the 
Forum. 

MRS PROUT [sinking hack in despair]. That article again! 
[Sitting up] Tell me — do you know the author ? 

ADRIAN. I do. 

MRS PROUT, His name 1 

ADRIAN. He is a friend of mine. 

MRS PROUT, His name I 

ADRIAN. I am informed that in writing it he was actuated 
by the highest motives. His desire was not only to make 
a little money, but to revenge himself against a person who 
had deeply injured him. He didn’t know much about medicine, 
being only a student, and probably the larger part of his 
arguments could not be sustained, but he Imew enough to 
make a show, and he made it. 
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MRS TROUT. His name ! I insist. 

ADRi.\K. Adrian Spout or Prout — I have a pool 
memory. . . . 

MRS TROUT. Is it possible ? 

CHRiSTiKE. Monster 1 

ADRIAN. Need I defend myself. Mamma ? Consider what 
you had done to me. You had devastated my young heart, 
■which was just unfolding to its first passion. You had blighted 
the springtime of the exquisite creature [looking at Christine, 
S’Z'O is r:cvcd fy the ftdir.g in bis tents] — the exquisite creature 
who was dearer to me than all the world. In place of the 
luxury of my late father’s house you offered me — the 
street. . . . 

CHRISTINE. Yes . . . and Gower Street. 

ADRi.sN. You, who should h.ave gently fostered and en- 
couraged the frail buds of my energy and intelligence — you 
cast me forth . . . 

CHRISTINE. Cast tbe/n forth. 

ADRIAN. Cast tbtn forth, untimely plucked, to wither, and 
perhaps die, in the deserts of a great dty. And for what ? 
For what ? 

CHRISTINE. Merely lest she should be deprived of nj poor 
services. Ah 1 Mrs Prout, can you w'onder that Mr Adrian 
should actively resent such conduct — ^you with your marvellous 
knowledge of human nature ? 

MRS TROUT. Adrian, did you really write it ? 

ADRIAN. Why, of course. You seem rather pleased than 
otherwise. Mamma. 

MRS TROUT [after cogitating]. Ah 1 You didn’t write it, really. 
Yon are just boasting. It is a plot, a plot 1 

ADRIAN. I can prove tLat I wrote it, since you impugn 
my veracity. 

MRS TROUT. How Can you prove it ? 

ADRIAN. By producing the cheque which I received from the 
Forum this very morning. 

MRS TROUT. Produce it, and I will forgive all. 

ADRIAN [nitb a sign to Christine that be entirely fails to 
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tonprthr.d th si!ti:tlod\, I fly. It i; in my humble attic, round 
the corner. Ihck in two minute;. [/Lv/V ADP.fw;. 

!HRS rnoirr, Chriitinc, did he really write it ? 
citfuSTi.S!;. Cm yttu tiouiit his word? V7as It for lying that 
you cjcctcr! the poor yrnitit from this residence ? 

Mi'.s rt’.oinr. Ah 1 If he tlid ! ISniUt.] Of course Dr Gardner 
has not called ? 

r.tiutSTtNT.. Yes, he was in about isvcnty minutes ago. 

MHS rtiotn' \i;r:ri^td]. Did you give him my note ? 

cttntSTiST.. No, 

jLfiis rnotrr. 'ritanb heaven I 

ciitiiSTi.sT.. I liad not copied it out, so I read it to him. 
itns rnoirT, You read it to him ? 

citniSTt;;!;. Yes ; that seemed the obvious thing to do. 
ains rnoirr {in Ha:}: despair]. All is over. \SirJ-j h:h. 

lir.ttr DR c.Ar.DNcti Lastilj 

GAnDsr.n \txdltd\, I was looking out of the window of my 
fl.it when I sasv Adrian tear along the street. I said to myself, 
" A man, even a reporter, only runs like that when a doctor 
i.s required, and urgently required. Some one is ill, perhaps 
my darling Cora.’’ So I flew upstairs. 
xtR,s rnoirr [s7/i!< a slri(h\. Dr Gardner. 

CARDN’r.R. You art indeed ill, my beloved. \Apprcsd:r:g 
A't] What is the matter ? 

.MRS rnooT [asnves; I'ln off]. It is nothing, Doctor. Could 
you get me some salts ? I have misl.iid mine. [d'rj^r. 

GARDKr.R. Salts ! In an instant. [Exit dr gardser. 

MRS PROUT. Christine, you said you rend my note to Dr 
Gardner. 

ciiRiSTiNR. Yes, Mrs Prout. 

MRS TROUT. His bch.iviour is singular in the extreme. He 
seems positively overjoyed, while tJic freedom of his endear- 
ing epithets What were the precise terms I used ? Read 

me the note. 

CHRISTINE. Yes, Mrs Prout. [Readj “ The answer 

to your question is ' Yes ’ ” — with a capital N. 

Rajast;’.am UmI'/ERSTTY 

" Extension Lbrahy 

UDAipun 
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MRS PROUT. “ Yes ” with a capital N ? 

CHRISTINE [calmlj\. I mean with a capital Y. 

[CHRISTINE and MRS PROUT look Steadily at each other. 
Then they both smile. 

Enter dr Gardner 

GARDNER [banding the saltsl. You are sure you are not ill ? 

MRS PROUT [smiling at him radiantly\. I am convinced of it. 
Christine, will you kindly teach me down the dictionary from 
that shelf ? 

[lF2//« Christine’s hack is turned dr Gardner gives, and 
MRS PROUT returns, a passionate kiss. 

CHRISTINE [banding dictionary^. Here it is, Mrs Prout, 

MRS PROUT [after consulting //] I thought I could not be mis- 
taken. Chris tine, you have rendered me a service [regarding 
her affectionately\ — a service for which I shall not forget to 
express my gratitude ; but I am obliged to dismiss you instantly 
from my service. 

CHRISTINE. Dismiss me, madam ? 

GARDNER. Cora, Can you be so cruel ? 

MRS PROUT. Alas, yes ! She has sinned the secretarial sin 
which is beyond forgiveness. She has misspelt, 

GARDNER. Impossible I 

MRS PROUT. It is too true. 

GARDNER. Tell me the sad details. 

MRS PROUT. She has been guilty of spelling " No ” with a “ Y.” 

GARDNER. Dear me I And a word of one syllable, too ! 
Miss Feversham, I should not have thought it of you. 

EjSter ADRIAN 

ADRIAN [tfj be bands a cheque for mrs prout’s inspection\. Here 
again. Doctor ? 

GARDNER. Yes, and to stay. 

MRS PROUT. Adrian, the Doctor and I arc engaged to be 
married. And talking of marriage, you observe that girl 
there in the corner ? Take her and marry her at the earliest 
convenient moment. She is no longer my ^ - 
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ADRIAN. What 1 You consent ? 

MRS PROUT, I consent. 

ADRIAN. And you pardon my article ? 

MRS PROUT. No, my dear Adrian, I ignore it. Here, take 
your ill-gotten gains. [Re/tirmtig cheque] They will bring you 
no good. And since they will bring you no good, I have 
decided to allow you the sum of five hundred pounds a year. 
You must have something. 

ADRIAN. Stepmother ! 

CHRISTINE [advancing to take mrs prout’s band]. Stepmother- 
in-law ! 

GARDNER. Cora, you ate an angel. 

MRS PROUT. Mcrdy an artist, my dear Tom, merely an artist. 
1 liavc the dramatic sense — that is all. 

ADRIAN. Your sense is more than dramatic, it is common; 
it is even horse. What about the Snail " special,” Mummy ? 

MRS PROUT. My attitude is one of strict silence. 

ADRIAN. But I must go away with something. 

MRS PROUT. Strict silence. The attack is beneath my notice. 

ADRIAN. But what can I saj? 

CHRISTINE. Say that Mrs Prout’s late secretary. Miss Fever- 
sham, having retired from her post, has already entered upon 
a career of original literary composition. That will be a nice 
newsy item, won’t it ? 

ADRIAN [taking out notebook]. Rather I What is she at work on ? 

CHRISTINE. Oh, well I scarcely 

GARDNER. I know — “ Hystetk in Lady Novelists.” 

MRS PROUT. What ? 

GARDNER [to CHRISTINE]. Didn’t you tell me so ? 

CHRISTINE. Of course I didn’t. Doctor What a shocking 
memory you have I It is worse than my spelling. 

GARDNER. Then what did you say ? 

CHRISTINE. I said, “ Generosity in Lady Novelists.” 


CURTAIN 



THE MAKER OF DREAMS » 

A FANTASY IN ONE ACT 
By Oliphant Down 

Oliph.Vi'jy Down was one of the many promising young men 
who were killed in the War. He was born in 1885, and died in 
1917, after winning the Militar)' Cross. His cousin describes 
him in these words : “ His was a most lovable nature that 
abhorred war and its attendant horrors. He loved everything 
that was beautiful in life. The realm of fantasy and charm was 
his delight, and the keynote of his writings. . . . It is remarkable 
that such a man should have become such a brilliant and gallant 
soldier.” 

“ The Maker of Dreams ” is a delightful Pierrot play, and 
illustrates the author’s gift for fantasy. It was written when he 
was twenty-six, and was an immediate success in every country 
where the English language is spoken. Two years later there 
followed “ The Dream CWld,” which is in a similar vein. 

* Permission to perform this play may be obtained on application to 
Messrs Samuel French, Ltd., z 6 Southampton Street, Strand, London, W.Ca, 
or 25 West 45 th Street, New York. Oapics of the music can also be purchased 
from the same firm. 
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THE MAKER OF DREAMS 

CHARACTERS 

Pierrot 

Pierrette 

The IvIanufacturer 

This play was first produced by the Scottish 
Repertory Theatre Company, under the direction 
of Mr Alfred Wareing, at the Royalty Theatre, 
Glasgow, on Monday, November zo, 1911, with 
the following cast ; 

'Pierrot . . . Eliot Makeham 

Pierrette . . . Muriel Gibb 

The Manufacturer . Ben Field 

Evening. A room in an old cottage, with walls of dark oak, lit only by 
the moonlight that peers through the long, low casement-window at 
the hack, and the glow from the fire that is burning merrily on the 
spectator’s left. A cobbled street can be seen outside, and a door 
to the right of the window opens directly on to it. Opposite the fire 
is a kitchen dresser with cups and plates twinkling in the firelight. 
A high-backed oak settle, as though afraid of the cold moonlight, 
has turned its back on the window and warms its old timbers at 
the fire. In the middle of the room stands a table with a red cover ; 
there are chairs on either side of it. On the hob, a kettle is keeping 
itself warm ; whilst overhead, on the hood of the chimneypiece, a 
small lamp is turned very low. 

A figure fiits past the window and, with a click of the latch, Pierrette 
enters. She hangs up her cloak by the door, gives a little shiver and 
runs to warm herself for a moment. Then, having turned up the 
lamp, she places the kettle on the fire. Crossing the room, she 
takes a tablecloth from the dresser and proceeds to lay tea, setting 
out crockery for two. Once she goes to the window and, drawing 
aside the common red casement curtains, looks out, but returns to 
her work, disappointed. She puts a spoonful of tea into the teapot. 
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and another, and a third. Something outside attracts her attention ; 
she listens, her face brightening. A. voice is beard singng : 

“Baby, don’t wait for tbe moon. 

She is caught in a tangle of boughs ; 

And mellow and musical June 

Is saying ‘ Good-night ’ to the cows.” 

[The voice draws nearer and a conical white bat goes past tbe 
window. PIERROT enters. 

VXEKR.OT: [throwing bis bat to viekkette]. Ugh I How cold it is. 
My feet are like ice. 

PIERRETTE. Here are your slippers. I put them down to 
warm. 

[Ji* kneels beside him, as be sits before tbe fire and commences 
to slip off bis shoes. 

PIERROT [sinffng\. 

“ Baby, don’t wait for the moon. 

She will put out her tongue and grimace ; 

And mellow and musical June 
Is p innin g the stars in dieir place.” 

Isn’t tea ready, yet ? 

piERRErrE. Nearly. Only waiting for the kettle to boil. 
PIERROT. How cold it was in the market-place to-day 1 I don’t 
believe I sang at all well. I can’t sing in the cold. 

PIERRETTE. Ah, you’re like the kettle. He can’t sing when he’s 
cold either. Hurry up, Mr Kettle, if you please. 

PIERROT. I wish it were in love with the sound of its own 
voice. 

PIERRETTE. I believe it is. Now it’s singing like a bird. 
We’ll make the tea with the nightingale’s tongue. [She pours tbe 
boiling water into tbe teapot.^ Come dong. 

PIERROT [looking into tbe fire\. I wonder. She had beauty, she 
had form, but had she soul ? 

PIERRETTE [putting bread and butter at tbe /a^/if]i_Come and b 
cheerful, instead of grumbling there to the Etc ' ' 

E 
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PIERROT. I was thinking. 

PIERRETTE. Comc and have tea. When you sit by the fire, 
thoughts only fly up the chimney. 

PIERROT. The whole world’s a chimneypiece. Give people 
a thing as worthless as paper, and it catches fire in them and 
makes a stir ; but real thought, they let it go up with the 
smoke. 

PIERRETTE. Chcet up, Piertot. Sec how thick I've spread the 
butter. 

PIERROT. You’re always cheerful. 

PIERRETTE. I try to bc happy. 

PIERROT. Ugh I 

[He has moved to the table. There is a short sile/iee, during 
which PIERROT sips bis tea moodily. 

PIERRETTE. Tea all right ? 

PIERROT. Middling. 

PIERRETTE. Only middling 1 I’ll pour you out some fresh. 

PIERROT. Oh, it’s all right 1 How you do worry a fellow I 

PIERRETTE. Hcigh-ho 1 Shall I chain up that big black dog ? 

PIERROT. I say, did you see that girl to-day ? 

PIERRETTE. 'Whereabouts ? 

PIERROT. Standing by the horse-trough. With a fine air, and 
a string of great beads. 

- PIERRETTE. I didn’t see her. 

PIERROT. I did, though. And she saw me. Watched me all 
the time I was singing, and clapped her hands like anything each 
time, I wonder if it is possible for a woman to have a soul as 
well as such beautiful colouring. 

PIERRETTE. She was made up I 

PIERROT. I’m sure she was not ! And how do you know ? 
You didn’t see her. 

PIERRETTE. Perhaps I did see her. 

PIERROT. Now, look here, Pierrette, it’s no good your being 
jealous. When you and I took on this show business, we 
arranged to be just partners and nothing more. If I see anyone 
I want to marry, I shall marry ’em. And if you see anyone who 
wants to marry you, you can marry ’em. 



THE MAKER OF DREAMS 


67 


rfERRETTV\. I’m nrt jealous ! It’s absurd 1 

PIERROT [singing ahstract'dlj\. 

“Baby, djn’t wait for the moon, 

She has scratched her white chin on the porse ; 

And mellow and musical June 
Is bringing the cuckoo remorse.” 

piERRETtE. Did you see thr.t girl after the show ? 

PIERROT. No. She had slipped away in the crowd. Here, I’ve 
had enough tea. I shall go out \nd try to find her. 

PIERRETTE. Why don’t you stay in by the fire ? You could 
help me to darn the socks. 

PIERROT. Don’t try- to cliafT me. Darning indeed I I hope 
life has got something better in it than darning. 

PIERRETTE. I doubt it. It’s pretty much the same all the world 
over. First we wear holes in our socks, and then we mend them. 
The wise ones are those who make the best of it, and darn as 
well as they can. 

PIERROT. I say, that gives me an idea for a song. 

PIERRETTE. Out with it, then. 

PIERROT. Well, I haven’t exactly formed it yet. This is what 
flashed through my mind as you spoke : 

[He ner.s sip or, to the table, suing it as c stage. 

“ Life’s a ball of worsted. 

Unwind it if you can. 

You who oft have boasted 

[He pasues for a nomer.t, then burrieily, in order to gloss ct'er 
the false cecenting. 

That you are a man.” 

Of course that’s only a rough idea. 

PIERRETTE. Are you going to sing it at the show ? 

PIERROT [jumping dossr, from the tcble^. You’re always so luke- 
warm. A man of artistic ideas is as sensitively skiimed as a 
baby. 

PIERRETTE. Do Stay in, Pierrot. It’s so cold outside. 
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piERnoT. You want me to listen to you grumbling, I suppose, 

piERRnTTE. Just now you said I was always chccrfi.il 

PIERROT. There you arc ; girding at me again. 

PIERRETTE. I'm sorry, Pierrot. But the market-place is dread- 
fully wet, and your shoes arc awfully thin. 

PIERROT. I tell you I will not stop in. I'm going out to find 
that girl. How do I know she isn't the very woman of my 
dreams ? 

PIERRETTE. Why arc you always trying to picture an ideal 
woman ? 

PIERROT. Don't jou ever picture an ideal man ? 

PIERRETTE. No, I try to be practical. 

PIERROT. Women are so unimaginative 1 They arc such 
pathetic, motherly things, and when they feel extra motherly, 
they say, “ I’m in love.” All that is so sordid and petty. I want 
a woman I can set on a pedestal, and just look up at her and 
love her. 

PIERRETTE {speaking very ferrent!j\. 

“ Pierrot, don’t wait for the moon. 

There’s a heart chilling cold in her rays ; 

And mellow and musical June 
Will only last thirty short days.” 

PIERROT, Oh, I should never make you understand 1 Well, 
I’m olf. 

[As be goes out, be sings, sidelong, over bis shoulder in a mocking 
tone, “ Babj, don't wait for the moon." Pierrette listens 
for a moment to bis voice djing away in tbe distance. Then 
sbe moves to tbe fireplace, and begins to stir the fire. As 
sbe kneels there, tbe words of an old recitation form on ber 
lips. Half unconsciously sbe recites it again to an audience 
of laughing flames and glowing, thoughtful coals. 

" There lives a maid in the big, wide world. 

By the crowded town and mart. 

And people sigh as they pass her by; 

They call her Hungry Heart. 
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" For there trembles that on her red rose lip 
Tliat never her tonpue can say, 

And her eyes are sad, and she is not glad 
In the beautiful calm of day. 

" Deep down in tlsc waters, of pure, clear thought, 

Tlie mate of her fane)* lies ; 

Sleeping, the night is made fair by his light 
Sweet kiss on her dreaming eyes. 

“ Tnough a man was made in the wells of time 
Wlro could set her soul on fire, 

Her life unwinds, and she never finds 
Tliis love of her heart's desire. 

" If you meet this maid of a hopeless love. 

Play not a meddler’s part. 

Silenee were best ; let her keep in her breast 
The dream of her hungry heart.” 

\Orcrrcrrt l-j sir hidts hr fc:t in hr tsr.ds. A shv, 
Ire'fh kncck forrts cn lit d^sr ; rir.tinirm: Icons rp 
s’cndtrirrjj. Aps/n tht h-.otk sounds, 
ncnnirrm. Come in. 

[Tff deer snir.gs slcc lj cptn, as thu^h of its csr. cooerd, end 
s-ithui, en th thtskold, is seen th M.SKtirACruREP., 
S/.sndinp full in th mconliji^h. He is a curious, though 
L-ndlj loolJng, eld men, endjst, zith ell hisjears, h dots 
rot appear to he th least injirrt. He is th sort of person 
that children take to instinetis'elj. He fears a quaintly cut, 
bottle-green coat, zith silver buttons and large side-pochts, 
fbich almost bide his Lnee-breechs. His shots have large 
bu.'/dts and red heels. He is exceedingly tmlih a prosperous 
manufacturer, end, hut for the absence of a violin, fould be 
mistahn for a village fiddler. Without a ford be advances 
into the room, and, again of its oz-n accord, th door closes 
noiselessly behind him. 
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PIERRETTE \ jumping up and moving towards him]. Oh, I'm so 
sorry. I ought to have opened the door when you knocked. 

MANurACTURER, That’s all right. I’m used to opening doors. 
And yours opens much more easily than some I come across. 
Would you believe it, some people positively mail their doors 
up, and it’s no good knocking. But there, you’re wondering 
who I am. 

PIERRETTE. I was wondcfing if you were hungry. 

MANtirAcTORER. Ah, a woman’s instinct. But, thank you, no. 
I am a small enter ; I might say a very small eater. A smile or a 
squeeze of the hand keeps me going .admirably, 

riERRETTE. At Icast you’ll sit down and make yourself at 
home. 

MANUFACTURER {moving io the seith\ Well, I have a habit of 
making myself at home cvcty’whcre. In fact, most people think 
you can’t make a home without me. il.ay I put my feet on the 
fender ? It’s an old habit of mine, I always do it. 

PIERRETTE. They say round here : 

" Without feet on the fender 
Love is but slender.” 

MANUFACTURER. Quite right. It is the whole secret of the 
domestic fireside. Pierrette, you liavc been crying. 

pir.RRUTrE. I believe I have. 

MANUFACTURER. Blcss you, I know all about it. It’s Pierrot 
And so you’re in love with liim, and he doesn’t care a little bit 
about you, eh ? What a strange old world it is ) And you cry 
your eyes out over him, 

PIERRETTE. Oh, DO, I don’t oftcn cry. But to-night he 
seemed more grumpy than usual, and I tried so hard to cheer 
him up. 

MANUFACTURER. Grumpy, is he ? 

PIERRETTE. Hc docsn’t mean it, though. It’s the cold wcathei, 
and the show hasn’t been paying so well lately. Pierrot wants 
to write an article about us for the local paper by way of an 
advertisement, Hc thinks the editor may print it if he gives 
him free passes for his family. 
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MAKurACTiJRnR. Do you think Pierrot is worth your tears ? 

riERP-KTra. Oh, yes I 

MANUFACTURr.R. You know, tears are not to be wasted. We 
only have a certain amount of them given to us just for keeping 
the heart moist. And vehen we’ve used them all up and haven’t 
any more, the he.art dries up, too. 

rnmnETTR. Pierrot is a splendid fellow. You don’t know him 
as well as 1 do. It’s true he’s always discontented, hut it’s only 
because he's not in love with anyone. You know, love does 
make a tremendous difference in a man. 

MANUFACTt'nr.R. That’s true enough. And has it made a 
difference in you ? 

riERRirrm. Oh, yes 1 I put Pierrot’s slippers down to warm, 
and I make tea for him, and all the time I’m happy because I’m 
doing something for him. If I weren’t in love, 1 should find it n 
drudgery. 

MANUFACTURER. Arc you surc it’s rc.al love ? 

rir.Riumrr- Why, yes I 

MANurACTURRR. Evcty time you think of Pierrot, do you hear 
the palter of little bare feet ? And every time he speaks, do you 
feel little chubby hands on your breast and face ? 

PIERRETTE {fcrrfr,t!j\. Yes 1 Oh, yes 1 Tliat’s just it 1 

MANUFACTURER. You’vc got it tight enough. But why is it 
that Pierrot can wake up all this poetry in you ? 

riERRETTE. Bccause — oh, because he’s just Pierrot. 

MANUFACTURER. “ Bccausc hc’s just Pierrot.” The same old 
re.ason. 

PIERRETTE. Of course, he is a bit dreamy. But that’s his soul. 
I am surc he could do great things if he tried. And have you 
noticed his smile ? Isn’t it lovely I Sometimes, when he’s not 
looking, I want ever so much to try it on, just to see how I 
should look in it. [Pcr.sirtlj^ But I wish he’d smile at me a little 
more often, instead of at others. 

MANUFACTURER. Ho I So hc smiles at others, does he ? 

PIERRETTE. Hardly a day goes by but there’s some fine lady at 
the show. Tlierc was one there to-d.ay, a tall girl with red checks. 
Hc is gone to look for her now. And it is not their faults. The 



ONE-ACT PLATS OP TO-DAT 


72 

poor things can’t help being in love ■with him. [Proudlj] 1 
believe ever)' one is in love with Pierrot. 

MANUi'ACTUKF.n. But Supposing one of these fine ladies were 
to marry him ? 

ncniiETTU. Oh, they’d never do that. A fine lady would 
never marry a poor singer. If Pierrot were to get married, I 
think I should just . . . fade away. . . . Oh, but I don’t know 
why I talk to you like tliis. I feel as if I had known you for a 
long, long time. 

{Th( manufactuheh rises from the settle and moves across to 
riEnnETTE, t'bo is now folding up the white tablecloth. 

MANUPACTURER \vcrj slowlj]. Perhaps you bexe known me for 
a long, long time. 

[His tone is so h'ndlj and impressive that Pierrette forgets 
the table cloth and looks up at him. For a moment or two 
be smiles back at ber as she gav;es, spellbound t then be 
turns away to the fire again, with the little cbstckle that is 
never far from his lips. 

PIERRETTE [ta/Jng a small bow from bis side-pocket]. Oh, look 
at this. 

MANUFACTURER {in mock alarm]. Oh, oh, I didn’t mean you to 
see that. I’d forgotten it was sticking out of my pocket. I used 
to do a lot of archery at one time. I don’t get much chance now. 

[He takes it and puts it back in his pocket. 

PIERROT [singing in the distance]. 

“ Baby, don’t wait for the moon, 

She is draw'ing the sea in her net; 

And mellow and musical June 
Is teaching the rose to forget.” 

MANUFACTURER [in a wbispcr as the voice draws nearer]. Who is 
that ? 

PIERRETTE. Pierrot. 

[Again the conical white bat fiashes past the window, and 
PIERROT enters. 

PIERROT. I can’t find her anj-where. [Seeing the manu- 
facturer] Hullo I Who arc you ? 
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MAKUFAcruRER. I am a stranger to you, but Pierrette knew 
me in a moment. 

PIERROT. An old flame perhaps ? 

MANUFACTURER. True, 1 am an old fl.amc. I’ve lighted up the 
world for a considerable time. Yet, when you say “ old,” there 
are many people who tliink I’m wonderfully well preserved for 
my age. How long do you think I’ve been trotting about ? 

PIERROT [testily, reeosurir.g a length vitb bis bands']. Oh, about 
that long. 

M.ANUFACTURER. I suppose being funny all day does get on 
your nerves. 

PIERRETTE. Picrrot, you needn’t be rude. 

MANUFACTURER [anxiotu to be alone nitb pierrot]. Pierrette, 
have you got supper in ? 

PIERRETTE. Oh, I must fly 1 The shops will all be shut. Will 
you be here when I come back ? 

viANUFACTURER [bustUng her out]. I can’t promise, but I’ll trv, 
I'U try. 

[PIERRETTE gces out. There is a silence, during vbicb the 
MANUFACTURER regards PIERROT vitb artusement. 

MANUFACTURER. Well, friend Pierrot, so business is not very 
brisk. 

PIERROT. Brisk ! If laughter meant business, it would be 
brisk enough, but there’s no money. However, I’ve done one 
good piece of work to-day. I’ve arranged with the editor to 
put an article in the paper. Tliat will fetch ’em. [•^iuging] 

“ Please come one day and see our house that’s down 
among the trees. 

But do not come at four o’clock for then we count the 
bees. 

And bath the tadpoles and the frogs, who splash the 
clouds with gold. 

And watch the new-cutcucumi'rrrperspiring with thecold.” 
That’s a song I’m writing. 

MANUFACTURER. Pictrot, if you had all the money in the 
world you wouldn’t be happy. 
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PIERROT. Wouldn't I ? Give me all the money in the vrorld 
and I’ll risk it. To start with. I’d build schools to educate the 
people up to high-class things. 

MANUFACTURER. You dream of fame and wealth and empty 
ideals, and you miss all the best things there are. You are 
discontented. Why? Because you don’t know how to be 
happy. 

PIERROT [reciting. 

“ Life’s a running brooklet. 

Catch the fishes there. 

You who wrote a booklet 
On a woman’s hair.” 

[Explaining] That’s another song I’m writing. It’s the second 
verse. Things come to me all of a sudden like that. I must 
run out a third verse, just to wind it up. 

MANUFACTURER. Why don’t you write a song without any 
end, one that goes on for ever ? 

PIERROT. I say, that’s rather silly, isn’t it ? 

MANUFACTURER. It all depends. For a song of that sort the 
singer must be always happy. 

PIERROT. That wants a bit of doing in my line. 

MANUFACTURER. Shall you and I transact a little business ? 

PIERROT. By all means. What seats would you like ? There 
are the front rows covered in velvet, one shilling; wooden 
benches behind, sixpence ; and, right at the back, the twopenny 
part. But, of course, you’ll have shilling ones. How many 
shall we say ? 

MANUFACTURER. You don’t know who I am. 

PIERROT. That makes no difference. All are welcome, and 
we thank you for your courteous attention. 

MANUFACTURER. Pierrot, I am a maker of dreams. 

PIERROT. A what ? 

MANUFACTURER. I make all the dreams that float about this 
musty world. 

PIERROT. I say, you’d better have a rest for a bit. I expect 
you’re a trifle done up. 
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jtANurACTURr.R. Pierrot, Pierrot, your superior mind cin’t 
tumble to my calling. A child or one of the ‘ people ’ u-ould in 
a moment. I am a maker of dreams, little things that glide 
about into people’s hearts and make tlicm glad. Haven’t you 
often u-ondcred where the sw.allows go to in the .autumn ? They 
come to my workshop, and tell me who wants a dream, and 
what happened to the dreams they took with them in the spring. 
rtranoT. Oh, I saj', you can’t expect me to believe that. 

St ANurACTttar.n. \Vh.cn flou’crs fade, have you never wondered 
where their colours go to, or what becomes of all the butterflies 
in the winter ? There isn’t mucli svinter about my worltsbop. 
rir PROT. 1 had never thought of it before. 
stANiTACTuarn. It’s a kind of lost property office, where 
every beautiful tiling th.at the world has neglected finds its way. 
And there I make my celebrated dream, the dream that is called 
' love.’ 

riTRnoT. llol hoi Now we’re talking. 
rtAKi-'fACTtrnnn. You don’t believe in it ? 
rtrnnoT. Yes, in a way. But it doesn’t last. It doesn’t last. 
If there is form, there isn’t .soul, and, if there is soul, there isn’t 
form. Oh, I’ve tried hard enough to believe it, but, after the 
first wash, the colours run. 

UA.st^rAcnrRMR. You only got hold of a substitute. Wait 
until you see the genuine article. 
riv.nnoT. But how is one to tell it ? 

itAKLTACTfnr.n. Tlicrc arc he.aps of signs. As soon as you 
get the real thing, your shoulder-blades begin to tingle. 'Tliai’s 
love’s wings sprouting. And, next, j-ou u-ant to soar up among 
the stars and sit on the roof of heaven and sing to the moon. Of 
course, that’s because I put sucli a lot of the moon into my 
dreams. I break bits off until it’s nearly all gone, and then I let 
it grow big again. It grows very quicklj-, as I daresay you’ve 
noticed. After a fortnight it is ready for use once more. 

riERROT. Tliis is most awfully fascinating. And do the 
swallows bring all the dreams ? 

MANUFACTURER. Notalways; I have other messengers. Every 
night when the big clock strikes twelve, a day slips clown from 
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the calendar, and runs away to my workshop in the Land of 
Long Ago. I give him a touch of scarlet and a gleam of gold, 
and say, “ Go back, little Yesterday, and be a memory in the 
world.” But my best dreams I keep for to-day. I buy babies, 
and fit them up with a dream, and then send them complete and 
carriage paid ... in the usual manner. 

PIERROT. I’ve been dreaming all my life, but they’ve always 
been dreams I made myself. I suppose I don’t mix ’em properly. 

MANUFACTURER. You Icavc out the very esscnce of them. You 
must put in a little sorrow, just to take away the over-sweetness. 
I found that out very soon, so I took a little of the fresh dew 
that made pearls in the early morning, and I sprinkled my 
dreams with the gift of tears. 

PIERROT The gift of tears 1 How beautiful ! You 

know, I should rather like to try a real one. Not one of my own 
making. 

MANUFACTURER. Well, there arc plenty about, if you only look 
for them. 

PIERROT. That is all very well, but who’s going to look about 
for stray dreams ? 

MANUFACTURER. I oncc made a dream that would just suit 
you. I slipped it inside a baby. That was twenty years ago, and 
the baby is now a full-grown woman, with great blue eyes and 
fair hair. 

PIERROT. It’s a lot of use merely telling me about her. 

MANUFACTURER. I’ll do morc. When I shipped her to the 
world, I kept the bill of lading. Here it is. You shall have it. 

PIERROT. Thanks, but what’s the good of it ? 

MANUFACTURER. Why, the holder of that is able to claim the 
goods ; you will notice it contains a complete description, too. 
I promise you, you’re in luck. 

PIERROT. Has she red checks and a string of great beads ? 

MANUFACTURER. No. 

PIERROT. Ah, then it is nor she. Where shall I find her ? 

MANUFACTURER. That’s for you to discover. All you have to 
do is to search. 

PIERROT. I’U start at once. 


[He moves as if to go. 
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MANUrAcrnmr.R. I shouldn’t start out to-night. 

rmRROT. But I want to find her soon. Somebody else may 
find her before me. 

MASUrACTURER. Picrrot, there xeas once a man who wanted 
to gather mushrooms. 

rir.RROT (a.r.rcjfJ at tit fcrrncr.platt]. Mushrooms I 

stAKurACTURR.R. Fearing people would be up before him, he 
started out overnight, hlorning came, and he found none, so 
he returned disconsolate to his house. As he came through the 
garden, he found a great mushroom had grown up in the night 
by his very door-step. Take the advice of one who knows, 
and wait a bit. 

riERROT. If that’s your advice . . . But tell me this, do you 
think I shall find her ? 

I'AKurACTURKR. I can’t say for certain. Would you consider 
yourself a fool ? 

rir.RROT. Ah ... of coune . . . when you ask me a direct 
thing like that, you make it . . . er . . . rather awkward for 
me. But, if I may say so, as man to ma ... I mean as man 
to . . . [Hr btsifafts. 

M.AKurAcruRr.R \s\:irir;^ tl-e print]. Yes, yes. 

PIERROT. Well, I fiattcr myself that . . . 

MANurACTi.mr.R. Exactly. And that’s your principal danger. 
Whilst you arc striding along gaaing at the stars, you may be 
treading on a little glow-worm. Shall I give you a tliird verse 
for your song ? 

" Life’s a woman calling. 

Do not stop your cars. 

Lest, when night is falling, 

Darkness brings you tears.” 

MAKUPAcrruRER’s fjr.dlj cr.d irtpressh'c tone bolds 
PIERROT es it bid btld PIERRETTE somt moments before. 
Whilst the tvo ere looking at eaeb other, a little red cloak 
dances past the nindov, and Pierrette enters vitb ber 
msrhting. 

PIERRETTE. Oh, I’m SO glad you’re still here. 
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MANUFACTURER. But I must bc going now. I am a great 
traveller. 

PIERRETTE {standing against the door, so that he cannot pass], Ob, 
you mustn’t go yet. 

MANUFACTURER. Don’t make me fly out of the window. I 
only do that under very unpleasant circumstances. 

PIERROT [gailj, with tnock tloqucnct], Pierrette, regard our 
visitor. You litdc knew whom you were entertaining. You see 
before you the maker of the dreams that slip about the world like 
little fish among the rushes of a stream. He has given me the 
bill of lading of his great masterpiece, and it only remains for me 
to find her. [Dropping to the commonplace] I wish I knew where 
to look. 

MANUFACTURER. Before I go, I will give you this little rhyme : 

“ Let every woman keep a school. 

For every man is born a fool.” 

[He boo’s, and goes out quickly and silently, 

PIERRETTE [rutming to the door, and looking cut]. Why, how 
quickly he has gone 1 He’s out of sight. 

PIERROT. At last I am about to attain my great ideal. There 
will be a grand wedding, and I shall wear my white coat with the 
silver braid, and carry a tafl gold-topped stick. 

“ If we play any longer, I fear you will get 
Such a cold in the head, for the grass is so wet. 

But during the night, Margarcta ^vine, 

I will hang the wet grass up to dry on the fine.” 

Pierrette, I feel that I am about to enter into a man’s inheritance, 
a woman’s love. 

PIERRETTE. I wlsh you cvery happiness. 

PIERROT [singing ieasingly], 

“ We shall meet in our dreams, that’s a thing understood ; 

You dream of the river. I’ll dream of the wood. 

I am visiting you, if the river it be ; 

If we meet in the wood, you are visiting me.” 
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rrr.niurrrf^ VC’c nuiiit :r.al;c !ot< of money, to that you can 
give her all she vants. ]'!1 thnee and dance until I fall, and the 
people M’ill exclaim, " Why, ;.hc lias danced hcrtclf to death.” 

nt.Fir.OT. You're liplu. We must pull tlic shou- together. I’ll 
do that ariiclc for the paper at once. 

{l/f tchi fee, tfr., /n’er /b> d'ffstr, erJ., sfcAing 

Htrsibj ci ill V, (cr:r:fr.;ts /a trist. 

'* Tlterc has lately come to this toxen a comp.any of strolling 
player', wh.o give a show that ts at once music.ii and droll. The 
audience is cntliralled by PicrrtJt's magnificent singing and 
dancinj:. end . . , er . . . very much cntctt.ained by I’lcirctte’s 
homely chancing. Pierrette is a chatnting comedienne of twenty, 
with . . .” w l-.at colour hair ? 
rii.r.J'.!r!T!e F.air, quite fair. 

rtrr.r.or. I'unny how one can rrc a person every d.ay r.nd not 
know the colour of their hair. " Pair h.ait and . . .” eyes ? 
rirsinmnT. Pluc, Pierrot. 

rjrrtor. “Pair h.ait and blue eye*.” Pair I blue 1 Oh, of 
counc it's non* erne, tliougii. 
rirr.r.trmu What’s rmnicn'c? 

J'lr.i'.noT. Isomething I war thinking. Mon girls linvc fair 
liair and blue eyes. 

rti 'im.rn™ Yet, Pierrot, we crrt’t all he ideals. 
r‘.v.T-.'..cn . How mutic.tl your voice sounds. I can't make it 
out. Oh, hut, of conn c, it is all nonreme ! 

[Hf fjhs tit HU cj ieJir-gfrer: Lis pith: r.-J rt.:Js if. 
rtr.r.nr.TTii. Wliat's nom cr.se? . . . Pierrot, won't you tell 
me ? 

rirr.nOT. Pierrette, stand in tlic light. 
rir.ni'.i-.TTi'.. Is anything the m.attcr ? 

prntU'.OT. I almost beheve tliat nothing matters. IKorrr/rig ertri 
gicr.cHg ct '* Eyes that say * 1 love you ’ ; arms that s.ay ' I 

want you ' ; lips tliai say ‘ Why don’t you ? ’ ” Pierrette, is it 
possible 1 I've never noticed bcJorc how bc.autifu! you arc. 
You don't teem a bit the tame. I believe you have lost your 
real face, and have carved another out of n rose. 
rrnnni.rriL Oh, Pierrot, wh.it is it ? 
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PIERROT. Love ! I’ve found it at last. Don’t you understand 
itaU? 

“ I am a fool 

Who has learned wisdom in your school.” 

To think that I’ve seen you every day, and never dreamed . . . 
dreamed I Yes, ah, yes, it’s one of his beautiful dreams. That 
is why my heart seems full of the early morning. 

PIERRETTE. Ah, Pierrot ! 

PIERROT. Oh, how my shoulders tingle I I want to soar up, 
up. Don’t you want to fly up to the roof of heaven and sing 
among the stars ? 

PIERRETTE. I have been sitting on the moon ever so long, 
waiting for my lover. Pierrot, let me try on your smile. Give 
it to me in a kiss. 

[IWM their bands outstretched behind them, they lean toa>ards 
each other f till their lips met in a long kiss. 

PIERRETTE [throwing back her bead with a deep sigh of happiness]. 
Oh, I am so happy. This might be the end of all things. 

PIERROT. Pierrette, let us sit by the fire and put our feet on 
the fender, and live happily ever after. 

[Th^ have moved slowly to the settle. As they sit there, 
PIERROT sings softly : 

“ Baby, don’t wait for the moon. 

The stairs of the sky are so steep ; 

And mellow and musical June 
Is waiting to kiss you to sleep.” 

[The lamp on the hood of the cbimneypiece has burned down, 
leaving only the red glow from the fire upon their faces, as 
the curtain whispers down to bide them. 


CURTAIN 



THH LITTLE MAN» 

A fvMiaCAI- AiORAI.lTY 


:r; Tnnr.r. jcnicr.*; 

Hr joHK G.'.u^wonrirr 

Joir?^ GAiAv. onrJtr*^ r,wx chatsctcn'tic plsp arc " Tlic Silver 
Box,*’ “ Jr:;ticc," snei " Strife." In thc'c dranws (as in most of 
his ‘.vorl;) <me feels th.at lie trsed the tlicattc in order to expose 
the evils of th.c time, and also to advocate certain definite 
reforms, n’ev vrere written to instruct rather tiian to amuse. 
Trapedy and irony *.vcre Galssi-ortbp’t outstandinp qualities, and 
his play* rnirht he <ie;cri!>rd as sodolopical dramas of preat 
pxov.-cr. P.vcry one admires the di'passionatc and impartial 
attitude of the author : he compelled himself to M'ritc calmly 
and udth ttrict Jurticc udjasever mipht have been hi.s pri\-atc 
emotions. ’Jliis arti-tir jc'traint on the part of the dramatist 
added immeasurably to the rtrcnpth and cfTcctivcncss of his 
u'orl;. 

Apart from bis play.', John Galsworthy wrote a number of 
novels whic.h reveal the same dipnified and inexorable per- 
ronality ; but, one is bound to add, his Idndly humour mellowed 
and softened without weaheninp the strokes. His style was 
dirtinpuished by a masterful case. 

' Apph'criior.s rrn^rdiaf! (.uiatcur pcrforsiuncc* of thh play should be 
iddfctrtd to Tlir IncorporairJ Sco’tty of Authors, I’Uywriphts, and Com* 
po'.cfs, Hrjjiles Houtr, .Mortimer, Berks, or to .Meisrs Curtis Drou-n, Ltd., 
Vinicitibocktr lljcauc CuildinR. New York. 
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ONE-ACT PLAYS OF TO-DAY 


THE LITTLE MAN 
CHARACTERS 


The Little Man 
The American 
The Englishman 
The Engltsh-woman 
The German 
The Dutch Bot 


The Mother 

The Baby 

The Waiter 

The Station Official 

The Policeman 

The Porter 


Scene I : AfUmoon, on the departun phijorm of an Austrian railvay 
station. At several little tables outside the buffet persons are 
taking refreshments, served bj a pale young waiter. On a seat 
against the wall of the buffet a woman of lowly station is sitting 
beside two large bundles, on one of which she has placed her baby, 
swathed in a black shawl. 

WAITER {approaching a table whereat sit an English traveller and bis 
wifi\. Two coffee ? 

ENGLISHMAN { paying]. Thanks. [To his wife, in an Oxford 
voice] Sugar? 

ENGLISHWOMAN [in a Cambridge voice]. One. 

AMERICAN TRAVELLER [witb ficld-glosses and a pocket camera — 
from another table]. Waiter, I’d like to have you get my eggs. 
I’ve been sitting here quite a while. 

WAITER. Yes, sate. 

GERMAN TRAVELLER. KcUncr, bczahlcn ! [H/i voice is, like 
bis moustache, stiff and brushed stp at the ends. His figure also 
is stiff and bis hair a little grey; clearly once, if not now, a 
colonel] 

WAITER. Komm’ gleich i 

[The BABT on the bundle wails. The mother takes it up to 
soothe it. A young, red-cheeked Dutchman at the fourth 
table stops eating and laughs. 

AMERICAN. My eggs 1 Get a wiggle on you 1 

WAITER. Yes, sarc. [He rapidly recedes. 
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[A LITTLE MAS* //J tf jc/Z b^t is sctr, to thi right of tables. He 
stands a monenl JoclJng after the hurrying waiter, then 
seats binseif at the fifth table, 

ENGLisHifAN' [iooHng at his watfb\. Ten minutes more. 

ENGLISjro'OMAN. BotllCr 1 

AMERICAN [addressing theri]. Tears as if they’d a prejudice 
against eggs here, anyvay. 

(77.* ENGLISH look at lip;, hut do rot speak. 

GERMAN [in creditable English]. In tlicsc pl.iccs man cm get 
nothing. 

[Tie WAITER ccroes fiyirg hack aitb a compote for the dutch 
YOUTH, who pays. 

GERMAN. Kellner, bczahlen 1 

WAITER. Einc Krone scchzig. [Tbe german pays. 

AMERic.^N [rising, and tafung cut his watch — -blandly]. Sec here. 
If I don’t get my eggs before this watch ticks twenty, there’ll be 
another waiter in heaven. 

WAITER Komm’ gleich 1 

AitERiCAN [seeking sympathy]. I’m gettin’ kind of mad I 

[The E.NGLiSHStAN halves his rewsp.-sper and hands tbe ad- 
vertisement half to his wife. The baby wails. Tbe 
MOTHER roskj it. The dutch youth stops eating and 
laughs. The germ.ak lights a cigarette. The little 
MAN sits motionless, nursing bis hat. The waiter 
comes fiying back with tbe eggs and places them before 
the AMERIC.AN. 

AMERICAN ( putting coay bis watch]. Good 1 I don’t like 
trouble. How much ? 

[He pays and eats. The w.mter stands a morcent at the edge 
of tbe platform, and passes bis band across bis brow. The 
LITTXE MAN eycs him and speaks gruffly. 

LITTLE MAN. Hcrr Ober I [Tbe waiter turns.] Might I have 
a glass of beer ? 

WAITER. Yes, sare. 

little SIAN. TThank you very much. [The waiter goes. 

ASIERICAN [ pausing in the deglutition of his eggs — affably]. Pardon 
me, sir ; I’d like to have you tell me why you called that little 
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bit of a feller “ Hecc Ober.” Reckon you would know what 
that means ! Mr Head Waiter. 

LITTLE MAN. Yes, yes. 

AMERICAN. I smile. 

LITTLE MAN. Oughtn’t I to call him that ? 

GERMAN [abruptly, Nein — ^Kellner. 

AMERICAN, ’^^y, yes I Just “ waiter.” 

[The ENGLISHWOMAN looks rowid her paper for a second. 
The DUTCH YOUTH stops eating and laughs. The 
LITTLE MAN goo^cs from face to face and nurses his 
hat. 

LITTLE MAN. I didn’t want to hurt his feelings. 

GERMAN. Gotti 

AMERICAN. In my country we’re very democratic — ^but that’s 
quite a proposition, 

ENGLISHMAN [handling coffee-pot t to his wife]. More ? 
ENGLISHWOMAN. No, thanks. 

GERMAN [abruptly]. These fellows — if you treat them in this 
manner, at once they take liberties. You see, you will not get 
your beer. 

[As he speaks the waiter returns, bringing the little man’s 
beer, then retires. 

AMERICAN. That ’pears to be one up to democracy. [TiJ the 
LITTLE man] I judge you go in for brotherhood ? 

LITTLE MAN [startled]. Oh, no I 

AMERICAN. I take considerable stock in Leo Tolstoi myself. 
Grand man — grand-souled apparatus. But I guess you’ve got 
to pinch those waiters some to make ’em skip. [To the English, 
who have carelessly looked his way for a moment] You’ll appreciate 
that, the way he acted about my eggs. 

[The ENGLISH make faint motions with their chins and avert 
their eyes. 

[To the WAITER, who is standing at the door of the buffet] Waiter 1 
Flash of beer — ^jump, now I 
WAITER. Komm’ gleich I 
GERMAN. Qgarrenl 
WAITER, School 


[Lfe disappears. 
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AMEFICAN [affoblj — to tht LITTLE man]. Noxt, if I don’t get 
that flash of beer quicker’n you got yours, I shall admire. 

GERMAN Tolstoi is nothing — nichtsi No good! Ha? 

AMERICAN [relishing the epproseb of ar^treent]. Well, that is a 
matter of temperament. Now, I’m all for equality. Sec that 
poor woman there — very humble woman — there she sits among 
us with her baby. Perhaps you’d like to locate her somewhere 
else? 

GERMAN Tolstoi is scntimcntalisch. Nictsechc is 

the true philosopher, the only one. 

AStr.RiCAN. Well, that’s quite in the prospectus — very' stimu- 
lating party — old Nictch — virgin mind. But give me Leo 1 [He 
fureu So she red~eheeked youth] W’hat do you opine, sir ? I guess 
by your labels you’ll be Dutch. Do they read Tolstoi in your 
country ? [The dutch youth laughs. 

AMERic.\N. TlLat is a very luminous answer. 

GERM.AN. Tolstoi IS nothing. Man should himself express. 
He must push — he must be strong. 

A.\rEniCAN, Tliat is so. In America we believe in virility ; we 
like a man to expand. But we believe in brotherhood too. We 
draw the line at niggers ; but we aspire. Social barriers and 
distinctions we’ve not much use for. 

ENGLISHMAN. Do j'ou fccl a draught ? 

ENGLISHWOMAN [p'isb a stiver of her shoulder Soo'crds She 
.AMERICAN]. I do — rather. 

GERM.AN. Wait 1 You arc a young people. 

AMERICAN. Tliat is SO ; there are no flies on us. [To sLe little 
M.AN, cho bos beer, gating eagerly from face So face] Say 1 I’d like to 
have you give us your sentiments in relation to the dutj’ of man. 

[The LITTLE .MAN fidgcSs, and is cbouS So open bis reouSb. 

AMERICAN. For example — is it your opinion that we should 
kill off the weak and diseased, and all that can’t jump around ? 

GERMAN [nodding. Ja, ja 1 That is coming. 

LITTLE MAN [looking from face So face]. They might be me. 

[Tbe dutch youth laughs. 

AsiERiCAN [reproving him s'isb a looh\. That’s true humility. 
’Tisn’t grammar. Now, here’s a proposition that brings it 
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nearer the bone : Would you step out of yout way to help 
them wlicn it was liable to bring you trouble ? 

GERMAN. Ncin, ncin t 'Fltat is stupid. 

LiiTUt MAN [eaf/r but niit/ul]. I’m aft.aid not. Of course one 

wants to There was St Francis d’ Assisi and St Julicn 

I’Hospitalicr, and 

AMi’RtCAN. Very lofty dispositions. Guess they died of them. 

\I Je rhej.] Shake hands, sir — my name is {Hi bands a tard.] 

I am an ice-machine maker. {He shahs tkt urnx man’s hsKd\ 
I like your sentiments — 1 feel kind of brotherly. {Catebir.g sight 
ef (be WAtTi’.R appearing in tb: doorsaj] Waiter, where to h — 11 is 
that flash of beer ? 

GERMAN. Qgarren I 

WAITER. Komm’ picich I {He ranisbes, 

ENGLISHMAN {eonsidting satib]. Train’s late. 

ENGUSiiwoMAN. Really 1 Nuisance 1 

{A staticn pouceman, t ety square and uniformed, passes and 
repasses. 

AMERICAN {resuming bis seat — to the GEPatAs], Now, we don’t 
have so much of tliat in America. Guess we feel mote to trust 
in human nature. 

GERMAN. Ah 1 ha 1 you will brcsently find there is nothing 
in him but self. 

LITTLE >.fAN [nist/uUj]. Don’t you believe in human nature ? 

AMERICAN. Very stimulating question. 

[Hr looks round for opinions. 

{The DUTCH YOUTH Isugbs. 

ENGLISHMAN {bolding out his half of the paper to bis u'ife\. Swap I 

{His wife svaps. 

GERMAN. In human nature I believe so far as I can see him — 
no more. 

AMERICAN. Now that 'pears to me kind of blasphemy. I 
believe in heroism. I opine there’s not one of us settin’ around 
here that’s not a hero — give him the occasion. 

LITTLE MAN. Oh 1 Do you bclicvc that ? 

AMERICAN. Well 1 I judge a hero is just a person that’ll help 
another at the expense of himself. Take that poor woman there. 
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Wcl!, no'o-, she’s n heroine, I guess. She would die for her 
baby any old time. 

GnR).!AN. Animals will die for their babies. That is nothing. 

Ai.ir.Ric.\K. I catr)' it further. I postulate we would all die 
for that baby if a locomotive was to trundle up right here and 
try to handle it. [I'o tbt german] I guess jw don’t Imow how 
good you are. [As tk: GnRM.\N is taistitig up the tr.ds of bis 
rscustsshf — So Sbr f-nglishwoman] I should like to have you 
express an opinion, m.a’am. 

r_NGLiSMWOMAK. 1 bcg your pardon. 

AMERICAN. The English arc very humanitarian ; they have a 
very high sense of duty. So have the Germans, so have the 
Americans. [To Sbt dutch touth] I judge even in your little 
country they have that. This is an epoch of equality and liigh- 
toned ideals. [To Sbt little man] What is jestr nationality, sir ? 

LITTLE M.\N. I’m afraid I’m nothing particular. My father 
was half-English and half-American, and my mother half-German 
and half-Dutch. 

AMERICAN. My 1 Tliat’s a bit streaky, any old w.iy. [TA' 
roucEMAN passes agair.] Now, I don’t believe we’ve much use 
any more for those gentlemen in buttons. We’ve grown kind 
of mild — we don’t tWnk of self as we used to do. 

[TA WAITER bas appeared in Sbe doorway. 

GERMAN [in a scire of Sk:a;der\. Cigarren 1 Donnerwetter I 

AsrERiCAN [shaking bis fisS cS Sbe vanishing waiter]. Tliat flash 
of beer 1 

WAITER. Komm’ gldch ! 

AMERICAN. A little more, and he will join George Washington 1 
I was about to remark when he intruded : In this year of grace 1915 
the kingdom of Christ is quite a going concern. Wc are mighty 
near to universal brotherhood. The colonel here [A indicaSes She 
german] is a man of blood and iron, but give him an opportunity 
to be magnanimous, and he’ll be right there. Oh, sir I yep I 

[The german, wiSb a profound nixSure of pleasure and 
eynicism, brushes up She ends of bis mousSache. 

LITTLE M.SN. I wondcr. One wants to, but somehow 

[Hr shahs bis bead. 
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AMERXCAN. You scecQ kind of skeery about that. You’ve had 
experience, maybe. Fm an optimist — think we’re bound to 
make the devil hum in the near future. I opine we shall occasion 
a good deal of trouble to that old patty. There’s about to be a 
holocaust of selfish interests. The colonel there with old-man 
Nietch — he won’t know himself. There’s going to be a very 
sacred opportunity. 

[As be speaks, the voice of a railway official is beard in 
the distance calling out in German. It approaches, and the 
words become audible. 

GERMAN [startled]. Der Teufel ! 

[He gets up, and sei:(es the bag beside him. 

[The STATION OFFICIAL bas appeared ; be stands for a 
moment casting bis commands at the seated group. The 
DUTCH YOUTH also Hses, and takes his coat and hat. The 
OFFICIAL turns on his heel and retires, still issuing 
directions. 

ENGLISHMAN. What does he say ? 

GERMAN. Our drain has come in, de odet platform ; only one 
minute we haf. [All have risen in a fluster. 

AMERICAN. Now, that’s very provoking. I won’t get that 
flash of beer. 

[There is a general scurry to gather coats and hats and wraps, 
during which the lowly woman is seen making desperate 
attempts to deal with her baby and the two large bundles. 
Quite defeated, she suddenly puts all down, wrings her bands, 
and cries out : “ Herr Jesu I Hilfe I ” The flying 
procession turn their beads at that strange cry. 

AMERICAN. What’s that ? Help ? [He continues to run. 

[The LITTLE MAN Spins round, rushes back, picks up baby 
and bundle on which it was seated. 

LITTLE MAN. Come along, good woman, come along I 

XThe WOMAN picks up the other bundle and they run. 

[The WAITER, appearing in the doorway with the bottle of bee', 
watches with his tired smile. 


CURTAIN 
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ScEKE n : A stccnd-tlass ccnpartKtnt of a corridor carnage, in 
Koiicn. In it arc seated the ENGUSii^fAN end his wife, opposite 
each other at the corridor end, she nitb her face to the engine, he 
nitb his hack. Both are sonevhat protected from the rest of the 
trareliers hj newspapers. Next to her sits the geeman, and 
opposite bin: sits the AMERICAN ; ne.\-t the American in one 
window' comer is seated the dutch touth ; the other window' 
comer is tahn hj tie German’s hag. The silence is only broken 
by the slight rushing noise of the train's progression and the 
cracfding of the English newspapers. 

AiSERiCAN [turning to the dutch youth]. Guess I’d like th.it 
window raised ; it’s Idnd of chilly after that old run they gave us. 
[Ti’f DUTCH YOUTH latigbs, and goes through the notions of 
raising the window'. The English regard the operation 
with uneasy irritation. The ger.man opens bis bag, w'hicb 
reposes on the com.er seat next hire, and takes out a book. 

AMERICAN. The Germans are great readers. Vera’ stimulating 
practice. I read most anything myself 1 

[T/fr GERMAN holds up the book so that the title nay he read. 
Don Quixote — fine book. We Americans take considerable stock 
in old-man Qubcotc. Bit of a wild cat — but we don’t laugh at him. 

GERMAN. lie is dead. Dead as a sheep. A good thing, too. 

AMERICAN. In America we have still quite an amount of 
chivalt)'. 

GERM.AN. Chivalry is nothing — sentimentalisch. In modern 
days — no good. A man must push, he must pull. 

AMERICAN. So you say. But I judge your form of cluv.alr}’ is 
sacrifice to the State. We allow more freedom to the individu.al 
soul. ViTiere there’s something little and weak, we feel it kind 
of noble to give up to it. That way we feel elevated. 

[As he speaks there is seen in the corridor doorw'ay the little 
M.AN, with the woman’s baby still on his arm and the 
bundle held in the other hand. He peers in anxiously. The 
ENGLISH, acutely conscious, try to dissociate themselves 
from bis presence with their papers. The dutch y'outh 
laughs. 
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GERMAN. Ach I So I 

AMERICAN. Dear me 1 

LITTLE MAN. Is thctc toom ? I Can’t find a seat, 

AMERICAN. Why, yes I There’s a seat for one. 

LITTLE MAN [depositing bundle outside, and beating baby]. May I ? 

AMERICAN. Come right in I 

[The GERMAN sulkily moves his bag. The little man comes 
in and seats himself ff'ngerly. 

AMERICAN. Where’s the mother ? 

LITTLE MAN [ruefullj]. Afraid she got left behind. 

[The DUTCH youth laughs. The English smconsciouslj 
emerge from their newspapers. 

AMERICAN. My ! That would appear to be quite a domestic 
incident. 

[The ENGLISHMAN Suddenly utters a profound “ Ha, ha I ” 
and disappears behind bis paper. And that paper and the 
one opposite are seen to shah, and little sqtdrls and squeaks 
emerge. 

GERMAN. And you haf got her bundle, and her baby. Ha I 

[He cackles drily. 

AMERICAN [gravely]. I smile. I guess Providence has played it 
pretty low down on you. It’s sure acted real mean. 

[The BABY wails, and the little man jigs it with a sort oj 
gentle desperation, looking apologetically from face to face. 
His wistful glance renews the fire of merriment wherever it 
alights. The American alone preserves a gravity which 
seems incapable of being broken. 

AMERICAN. Maybe you’d better get off right smart and restore 
that baby. There’s nothing can act madder than a mother. 

LITTLE MAN, Poor thing, yes I Wh.at she must be suffering I 

[A gale of laughter shakes the carriage. The English for a 
moment drop their papers, the better to indulge. The 
LITTLE MAN smiks c wiutty smile. 

AMERICAN [/« a lull]. How did it eventuate ? 

LITTLE MAN. Wc got there just as the train was going to start ; 
and I jumped, thinking I could help her up. But it moved too 
quickly, and — and left her. [The gale of laughter blows ip again. 
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AiiERiCAN. Guess I’d havc throTX’n the babj out to her. 

LITTLE MAN. I 'VTas afraid the poor little thing might break. 

[Tt; BABY sw/r ; tbi little man btavts it ; ibt ^ah oj 
hughter hlon's. 

AMERic.^ Iff'e: :!)']- It’s highly entertaining — not for the baby. 
What kind of an old baby is it, any\ray ? [He sniffs.] I judge it’s a 
bit — niffy. 

LITTLE M.AN. Afraid I’ve liardly looked at it yet. 

AMERICAN. Which end up is it ? 

LITTLE MAN. Oh ! I think the right end. Yes, yes, it is. 

AMERIC.^N. Well, that’s something. Maybe you should hold 
it out of window a bit. Very exciting things, babies I 

ENGLISHWOMAN No, no I 

ENGLiSHM.AN [tcusting ber h;ee]. My dear ! 

AAtERiCAN. You are right, im’am. I opine there’s a draught 
out there. This baby is precious. We’ve all of us got stock in 
this baby in a manner of spcaldng. This is a little bit of universal 
brotherhood. Is it a woman baby ? 

LITTLE MAN. I — I can Only sec the top of its head. 

AMERICAN. You Can’t always tell from that. It looks kind of 
over-wrapped up. Maybe it had better be unbound. 

GERMAN. Ncin, ncin, ncin I 

AMERICAN. I think you arc vet)’ likely right, colonel. It might 
be a pity to unbind that baby. I guess the lady should be 
consulted in this matter. 

ENGLISHWOMAN. YcS, yCS, of COUTSC 1 

ENGLiSH.MAN [toiuhing ber]. Let it be I Little beggar seems all 
right. 

AiiERiCAN. That would seem only Imown to Providence at this 
moment. I judge it might be due to humanity to look at its face. 

LITTLE MAN [gludlj]. It’s sucking my finger. There, there — 
nice little thing — there ! 

AiiERiCAN. I would surmisc in your leisure moments you 
have created babies, sir ? 

LITTLE MAN. Oh I no — indccd, no. 

AMERICAN. Dear me 1 — That is a loss. [Addressing bimself to 
tbe carriage at large] I think we may esteem ourselves fortunate 



O M - A r. T V I, A Y r. Of T O - n A T 


92 

to hive {hit littlr rit;h5 here ti'i’.is ut. Drrnor.tinT'i 

whit 1 itolil th' li’.tlr ar.i! writ hive itpor. u*. nowj-tivt. Tni 
fi)!<)t!r! h.erc " ! tsun of i>!o<><J ar.;! tror. — th.tre h.e ji:*. eiu;!: 
ca'tJi tint tl’i'if JO it. [}i* Mow, thit Snhr it futhrt 

chittroitti;'— that it a ti£;!t of in ih.r c-otor;?; — jhij it Jtu! 

iirjoi-.rtt. 

t.srrt.f'. It,*,;; (/_>;>.',>]. l»~t cart ter itt fire a httir now. 

AMrttf.AU. \X'hi{ tort of s p:;j-.:i.-;;..r:ty hit it, anywiy? 
l.rrii-t'. J»A*; I ifon't sec ic.tthirt,: — bv.i tpof.. 

{jr.MfAt;. f)!', ( /(it ! (TW jit-rift yot.TH /-'crr/. 

AtteMr:.*,';, I ant to!*! tin: it r.ot arn'ir;;;;; hihin. 

I’erhipt tvr rotdd h.ivc yot! info:::: >:t, rni'arn. 

rfins titiwiivd.??. Vet, of c-iittic- '-wiit: to:: f.f ? 

iJtrrtv itAjf. Tory teent all over itt-— — {At th n:iil 

c/nt'y c".*) / fee! tisjc it’s — it*i tj’.titr a hihr ur.,!c:r.':5;h. 

AMeetCA?.'. 'I'hit wilt lx; ritthrr tStnict:!: Tr> comr at. Tr:'. jo: 
a hit sctnitivc. I've very little ti-.e fo: aiTjctio:;*. of th: cpiiitrrtih. 

r.r.MJAS'. I'nti ! {/// A-*/ of.;.'.:' 4:5 jj lif /~*' -/ h .'.n: /.*/, ce / it 

lt/h!i\t, (1 ('!*.’ r/Vi'. (7'A-r t>:“Tt;ti rov'rii tf'.-v,' A.*/ /.'.v Aj/c. 

.intf.r.n.'AN (li/fi' Iji-Jt;, J *■•'>.-'*}. I p\!C‘*. it wn-aiJ he well to 
fi:m'u;itc ihit catriipr. I) vre i: inifcr, <!o yovi thlnV; ? 

i.irn-n «as \ f-ttri'’-]. Rrilha, ! don’t — I'rr. not sitre — I 'Kr.ftw 
so little about hihice, i thinh it wnvtKi luve a nice einttitior. — 
If-'-if it slitnvcti. 

Aitf.i tr.AS’. Is it ki.nd of boileJ-loohinp ? 

U-ITJ.I'. MAS. Ye; — yes, it ii. 

.AMi'.niCAS [h:h‘r.!i ret-/]. I jutlpe this biliy hns the 

ntcasicj. 

(TA# r.i'.RMAS itm-s h'rrjtif jr.t/.rre.iv-'/Y ^jAtst th i'n 
ef ih l-SOJ-tSttWOMAN’s 

r.soi.t!;iiv.oMAS. Poor little thing 1 Shall 1 ? 

(JA^ tAf rists. 

r.scLi.Ai!itAS (/civA;.’?;; Avr], Mo, no D.t5}i it ! 

AMi'Rjc.AS. I honour your emotion, ma’am. It docs credit to 
us all. But I sympathire with your husband too. nie measles is 
a very important pestilence in connexion with a grown woman. 
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amkkican \gravclj\. Tlu's is the most sublime spectacle I have 
ever envisaged. There ought to be a record of this. 

[The LITTLE MAN loofis at him, vondering. 
You arc typical, sir, of the sentiments of modern Christianity. 
You illustrate the deepest feelings in the heart of every man. 

[The LITTLE MAN osts With tbt BABY and a move mint oj 
approach. 

Guess I'm wanted in the dining-car. [He vanishes. 

\Tbe nrn.E ma.n sits dovs'n again, hut back to the engine, 
an'oj from the draught, and looks out of the vindon>, 
patiently jogging the baby on his knee. 

CUItTAIN 


Scene III : An arrival platform. The little man, vitb the 
BABY and the bundle, is standing disconsolate, while travellers pass 
and luggage is being carried bj. A station official, accom- 
panied by a foliceman, appears from a dooro'ay, behind him. 

OFFICIAL [consulting telegram in bis hand]. Das ist der Herr. 

[They advance to the little sian. 
OFFICIAL. Sic haben cinen Buben gcstolilcn ? 

Lirn.E MAN. I only speak English and American. 

OFFICIAL. Dies ist nicht Ihr Bubc ? [He touches the baby, 
little MAN [shaking bis head]. Take care — it’s ill. 

[The man does not understand. 

Ill — the baby 

OFFICIAL [shaking bis bead]. Vcrstchc nicht. Dis is nod your 
baby ? No ? 

LITTLE MAN [shaking bis bead violently]. No, it is not. No. 
OFFICIAL [tapping the telegram]. Gut I You are 'rested. 

[He signs to the policeman, who tabes the little man’s 
arm. 

LITTLE MAN. Why ? I don’t w’ant the poor baby. 
official [lifting the bundle]. Dies ist nicht Ihr Gepack — pag ? 
LITTLE MAN. No. 
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OFnciAL. Gut You arc ’rested. 

UTTLE MAN. I Only took it for the poor woman. I’m not a 
thief — ^Fm — Fm 

OFFICIAL \sbak 3 ng bead\. Verstchc mcht. 

\Tbc LITTLE MAN tries to tear bis bair. The disturhea 
BABY wails. 

LITTLE iiAN {dandling it as best be can]. There, there — poor, 
poor 1 

OFFICIAL. Halt still I You arc ’rested. It is all right. 

LITTLE MAN. Whcrc is thc mother ? 

OFFICIAL. She komm by next drain. Das telegram say: 
Halt cinen Hcrrn mit schwarzem Buben und schwarzem Gcpack. 
’Rest gentleman mit black baby und black — pag. 

[Tir LITTLE MAN tums up bis eyes to beaven. 

OFFICIAL. Komm mit us. 

{They take tbe little man towards tbe door from which they 
have cone. A voice stops then. 

AMERICAN {speaking from as far away as may he]. Just a 
moment 1 

{The OFFICIAL stops ; tbe little man also stops and sits 
down or. a bench against tbe wall. Tbe POLiCEStAN 
stands stolidly beside him. The American approaches 
a step or two, beckoning ; tbe official goes up to him. 

AMERICAN. Guess you’vc got an angel from heaven there 1 
What’s thc gendeman in buttons for ? 

OFFICIAL. Was ist das ? 

AMERICAN. Is there anybody here that can understand 
American ? 

OFFICIAL. Verstehe nicht. 

AMERICAN. Well, just watch my gestures. I was saying {be 
points to tbe little man, then makes gestures of flying] you have 
an angel from heaven there. You have there a man in whom 
Gawd {be points upward] takes quite an amount of stock. You 
have no c^ to arrest him. {He makes tbe gesture of arrest.] No, 
sir. Providence has acted pretty mean, loading off that baby 
on him. {He makes the motion of dandling.] The litde man has a 
heart of gold. {He points to bis heart, and takes out a gold coin.] 
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OFFICIAL \tbinfdng ht is about to be bribed]. Abet, das ist 
viell 

AMERICAN. Now, don’t tattle me I [Pointing to the little 
man] Man [pointing to bis heart] Herz [pointing to the coin] von 
Gold. This is a flower of the field — ^he don’t want no gentleman 
in buttons to pluck him up. 

[A lifth crowd is gatherings including the two English, the 
GERMAN, and the dutch youth. 

OFFICIAL. Verstehe absolut nichts. [He taps the telegram.] 
Ich muss mein duty do. 

AMERICAN. But I’m telling you. This is a white man. This 
is probably the whitest man on Gawd’s earth. 

OFFICIAL. Das macht nichts — ^gut or no gut, I muss mein 
duty do. [He turns to go towards the little man. 

AMERICAN. Oh I Very well, arrest him ; do your duty. 
This baby has typhus. 

[At the word “ typhus ” the official stops. 

AMERICAN [making gestures]. First-class typhus, black typhus, 
schwarzen typhus. Now you have it. I’m kind o’ sorry for 
you and the gentleman in buttons. Do your duty I 

OFFICIAL. Typhus ? Der Bub’ — die baby hat typhus ? 

AMERICAN. I’m telling you. 

OFFICIAL. Gott im Himmel I 

AMERICAN [spotting the german in the little throng. Here’s a 
gentleman will corroborate me. 

OFFICIAL [much disturbed, and signing to the foliceman to stand 
clear]. Typhus I Aber der ist grasslich 1 

AMERICAN. I kind o’ thought you’d feel like that. 

OFFICIAL. Die Sanitatsmachine ! Gleich I 

[A porter goes to get it. From either side the broken half- 
moon of persons stand gasfng at the little man, who 
sits unhappily dandling the baby in the centre. 

OFFICIAL [raising his hands]. Was zu thun ? 

AMERICAN. Guess you’d better isolate the baby. 

[A silence, during which the little man is beard faintly 
whistling and clucking to the baby. 

OFFICIAL [referring once more to bis telegram]. “ ’Rest gentleman 
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mit black baby.” [SbakJng bis bead] Wit must dc gentleman 
hold. [Tt> the german] Bitte, mein Herr, sagen Sie ihm, den 
Buben zu niedersetzen. [He reakts tbe gesture of deposit, 

GERMAN [to tbe EITTLE man]. Hc says : Put down the baby. 
[The UTTLE MAN sbahs bis bead^ and continues to dandle 
tbe BABY. 

OFFICIAI-. You must. [Tbe EirTLE man gloners in silence. 

ENGUSHMAN [in background — nutiering]. Good man 1 

GERMAN. His spirit ever denies. 

OFFICIAL [again making bis gesture]. Aber cr muss I 

[Tbe LITTLE SLAN makes a face at bim. 
Sag’ ihm : Instantly put down baby, and komm mit us. 

[Tbe BABY vails. 

LITTLE MAN. Leave the poor ill baby here alone ? Be — ^bc — 
be d d to you I 

AMERICAN [jumping on to a trunk — vitb enthusiasm]. Bully I 
[Tbe ENGUSH clap their bands ; tbe dutch youth laughs, 
Tbe OFFICIAL is muttering, greatly incensed. 

AMERICAN. WTiat docs that body-snatcher say ? 

GERMAN. He say this man use the baby to save himself from 
arrest. Very smart — hc say. 

AMERICAN, I judge you do him an injustice. [Shoving off tbe 
LITTLE MAN vitb a sveep of bis arm] This is a white man. He’s got 
a hlack baby, and hc won’t leave it in the lurch. Guess we 
would all act noble, that way, give us the chance. 

[Tbe LITTLE MAN rises, bolding out tbe baby, and advances 
a step or tn’o. Tbe balffmoon at once ffves, increasing 
its sk^e ; tbe American climbs on to a higher trunk, 
Tbe LITTLE MAN retires and again sits dovn. 

AiiERicAN [addressing tbe official]. Guess you’d better go 
out of business and wait for the mother. 

OFFICIAL [stamping bis foot]. Die Mutter sail ’rested be for 
taking out baby mit typhus. Ha I [To tbe little jian] Put 
zc baby down * [The little man smiles.] Do you ’car ? 

AMERICAN [addressing tbe official]. Now, sec here, ’Pears 
to me you don’t suspicion just how beautiful this is. Here 
we have a man giving his life for that old baby that’s got no 
G 
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claim on him. Tliis is not a baby of his own making. No, 
sir, this is a very Qirist-likc proposition in the gentleman. 

omciAL. Put 2 c baby down, or ich will gommand romc 
one it to do. 

AifERicAN. That will be very interesting to watch, 

OFFICIAL [to POLTCESfAN], Dakc it vzoui him. 

[The roucEstAN rr.utttrs, but detJ nst. 
AStERICAK [to tk( GERMAN]. GuCSS I lost that. 

GERStAN. He say he is not his offtder. 

AMERICAN. Tliat just ticklcs me to death. 

OFFiciAE [looking round]. Vill nobody dakc ze Bub* ? 

ENGEISHWOMAN [rroiing a step—faintlj]. Yes — I 

ENGLtSHMAN [grasping hir era]. By Jove 1 Will you 1 
OFnciAX [ gathering biaielf for a great ejjort to take the E.ABT, 

and advancing tvo steps]. Zen I gommand you [He stops 

and his voice dies aivaj.] Zit dctc 1 

AMERICAN, My 1 That’s wonderful. What a man this is I 
What a sublime sense of duty I 

[The Dirrcii YOinrH hugbs. The ofhciae turns on him, 
hut as be does so tbe mother of the babt is seen hurrying. 
MOTHER. Ach I Ach 1 Mci’ Bubi t 

[Her face is illuained ; she is about to rush to the ixmz man. 
OFFICIAL [to the foliceman], Nimm die Frau I 

[The POLICEMAN catches hold of the woman. 
OFFICIAL [to the frightened wosian]. Warum haben Sie cinen 
Buben mit Typhus mit ausgcbracht ? 

AI.CERICAN [eagerly, from bis perch]. What was that ? I don't 
want to miss any. 

GERiiAN. He say : Why did you a baby with typhus with 
you bring out ? 

AMERICAN. Well, that’s quite a question. 

[Hr takes out tbe field-glasses slung around him end adjusts 
them on the baby. 

MOTHER [benildered], Mci’ Bubi — Typhus — abet Typhus? 
[She shakes her head violently.] Nein, ncin, ncin I Typhus 1 
OFFICIAL. Et hat Typhus. 

MOTHER [shaking her head]. Ncin, ncin, nein 
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AiiERiCAN [looking tbroilgb bis glasses']. Guess she’s kind of 
tight I I judge the typhus is where the baby’s slobbered on 
the shawl, and it’s come off on him. 

\Tbe DUTCH YOUTH laugbs. 

OFFICIAL [turning on bim furiously]. Er hat Typhus. 

AMERICAN. Now, that’s where you slop over. Come right 
here. [Tbe official mounts, and looks tbrougb tbe glasses. 

AMERICAN [to tbe LITTLE man]. Skin out the baby’s leg. If 
we don’t locate spots on that, it’ll be good enough for me. 

[Tbe LITTLE MAN fumbles out tbe baby’s little u’bite foot. 

MOTHER. Mei’ Bubi 1 [Sbe tries to break away. 

AMERICAN. White as a banana. [To tbe official — affably] 
Guess you’ve made kind of a fool of us with your old typhus. 

OFFICIAL. Lass die Frau I 

[Tiff POLICEMAN lets ber go, and sbe rushes to ber baby. 

MOTHER. Mei’ Bubi I 

[Tbe BABY, exchanging tbe warmth of tbe little man for 
tbe momentary chill of its mother, wails. 

OFFICIAL [descending and beckoning to tbe policeman]. Sie woUen 
den Herrn accusiren ? 

[The POLICEMAN takes tbe little man’s arm. 

AI.IERICAN. What’s that ? They goin’ to pinch him after all ? 

[Tbe MOTHER, still bu^ng ber baby, who has stopped 
fbe LITTLE MAN, wbo sits dazedly looking 
tip. Suddenly sbe drops on ber knees, and with ber free 
band lifts bis booted foot and kisses it. 

AMERICAN [waving bis bat]. Ra 1 Ra 1 [He descends swiftly, 
goes up to tbe little man, whose arm tbe policeman bos dropped, 
and takes bis hand.] Brother, I am proud to know you. This 
is one of the greatest moments I have ever experienced. [Dis- 
playing tbe LITTLE MAN to tbe assembled company] I think I sense 
the situation .when I say that we all esteem it an honour to 
breathe the rather inferior atmosphere of this station here 
along with our Utde friend. I guess we shall all go home and 
treasure the memory of his face as the whitest thing in our 
museum of recollections. And perhaps this good woman will 
also go home and wash the face of our litde brother here. 
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am inspired with a new faith in imniund. Ladies and gentle- 
men, I wish to present to you a sure-enough saint — only wants 
a halo to be transfigured. [To fht little man] Swnd right up. 

[Tbt LITTLE MAN starjs up bevildired. Tb:j com ehou! 
b’tm. Tbt ornciAL boo's fo him, tbt policeman sabtlts 
bim. Tbt DUTCH youni sbahs bis btad and laughs. 
Tbt german drays biasclf up very straight, and boss 
quic/Jj twite. The Englishman and bis vnvE, appreatb 
at least two steps, then, thirJ-Jng better of it, turn to 
each other and recede. The mother PJsses bis band. 
The PORTER, returning s-ith the Sanitstsmaebin;, turns 
it on from behind, and its pinh'sb shower, goldened hj 
a ray of sunlight, falls around the little ii,A.N’s bead, 
transfigtiring it as he stands with eyes upraised to see 
whence the portent comes. 

AMERICAN [rushing forward and dropping on bis I'xees]. Hold on 
just a minute I Guess I’ll take a snapshot of the miracle. [He 
adjusts his pochet eamera.\ This ought to look bully I 


curtain 
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A PLAY IN ONE ACT 
By Ixjno DL:s!:AN*y 

Lor.D Dl'nsan'y cimc nf an old Irish family. In fact, his n.imc 
and anccstr)- arc said to be the third oldest in Irish historj*. He 
succeeded to his tide .and cst.atcs when he was twenty-one. 

Lord Dunsany joined the Army and fought in the South 
African W'ar, but (like Mr A. A. Milne) he spent his leisure 
as a professional soldier in writing stories and plays. Idis first 
book was published when he xuas twenty-seven, and his first 
play performed four years later. 

He fought in the European War, as Ucutenant in the ist 
Battalion of the Coldstream Guards, and as captain in the Roy.al 
Inniskilling Fusiliers. He was wounded in 1916. 

Lord Dunrany’s command over language is wonderful : it is 
the English of Bunyan and the Bible. He has ettraordinar)’ 
inventiveness in Oriental nomenclature. The keynote of liis 
style is the fantastic — in the imaginative sense of die word. 

“ A Night at an Inn ” was written at a single sitting. 

Lord Dunsany’s chief dramatic works include the following : 
" The Gods of the Mountain,” ” llie Golden Doom,” “ The 
Laughter of the Gods,” *' The Plight of the Queen,” and a 
longer play entitled “ if.” Lord Dunsany died in 1937. 

’ Applic.lior.s for pcrn-.is'inn to perfort:! this p’a\- should be r.ddrcs'cJ to 
^^c';rs S.imuc! French, Ltd., :6 Soutlu-tipton Street, Strand, London, W.C:, 
or 23 Wert .43th Street, New York. 
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0N*1>ACT PLAYS or TO-DAT 


A NIGHT AT AN INN 

ClfARACrP.P.S 

A. n. Scnrr-For.Tr/.ct:i;(Titr: 'l ot 
Wn.UAvf JoNn (Biu.) ^ 

Auu'.rt TuO'fA'’. :• r~fr,-hi! /ui'L-rj 

Jacou SwiTii j 

I'lpnT Ppii'.vr oi' Ki.f-'it 
SicojJi) Pi'ir.'.T or Kt.r.-.it 
Tiiint) I’r.ir.'.T or ICu.m 
Ki.r.'.it 

Thi'. pijty firit pctforn’.cti April i:, 19:6, 
nt tiic Ntipl!l>orhoo<l Blaylroure, N’cv/ York. 

Th ctirl,;i'i rius cn ,1 rc:r: i-. jt-t. s:-ticcrr>''. rrt-i. art ialhJti, 
TMi'. TOrr is rtrJ:'./^ a {-attr. M.in'.r.r sits ts listli spsrt. 

ssiGcr.r.s. What’s his idea, I wonder ? 
nii.t.. I don’t know. 

SNlc.Gr.its. And how nttich lonpcr v.tll he 5 ;eep us here ? 
niU- Wc’vc been here three days. 
sstGCr.i'.s. And 'avett’t seen a soul. 

iiiu~ And a pretty penny it cost us wJicn he rented the pub. 

SKiccr.PA. 'Ow long did ’c rent the pub for ? 

iiiu„ You never know with him. 

ssiGGr.its. It’s lonely enough. 

niLU. ’Ow long did you rent the pub for, Tony ? 

[riir. Torp rcKlir.t.ts to rtad a sptrlir.^ paptr ; 1: tshs « 
r.oticf of ti'l jf is said, 

SNiGcr.ns. ’E’s sush a toff. 
muu Yet 'c’s clever, no mistake. 

SNiGCr.ns. Those clever ones ate the beggars to make a 
muddle. ITcir plans arc clever enough, but they don’t work, 
and then they make a mess of things much worse than you or me. 
lULt.. Ah 1 
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SNIGGERS. I don’t like this place. 

BELL. Why not ? 

SNIGGERS. I don’t like the looks of it. 

BILL. He’s keeping us here because here those niggers can’t 
find us. The three heathen priests what was looking for us so. 
But we want to go and sell our ruby soon. 

ALBERT. There’s no sense in it. 

BILL. Why not, Albert ? 

ALBERT. Because I gave those black devils the slip in Hull. 

BILL. You give ’em the slip, Albert ? 

ALBERT. The slip, all three of them. The fellows with the 
gold spots on their foreheads. I had the ruby then and I give 
3iem the slip in Hull. 

BILL. How did you do it, Albert ? 

ALBERT. I had the ruby and they were following me . . . 

BILL. Who told them you had the ruby ? You didn’t show it. 

ALBERT. No. . . . But they kind of know. 

SNIGGERS. They kind of know, Albert ? 

ALBERT. Yes, they know if you’ve got it. Well, they sort of 
mouched after me, and I tells a policeman and he says, O, they 
were only three poor niggers and they wouldn’t hurt me. Ugh I 
When I thought of what they did in Malta to poor old Jim. 

BILL. Yes, and to George in Bombay before we started. 

SNIGGERS. Ugh 1 

BILL. Why didn’t you give ’em in charge ? 

ALBERT. What about the ruby. Bill ? 

BELL. Ah 1 

ALBERT. Well, I did better than that. I walks up and down 
through Hull. I walks slow enough. And then I turns a corner 
and I runs. I never sees a comer but I turns it. But sometimes 
I let a comer pass just to fool them. I twists about like a hare. 
Then I sits down and waits. No priests. 

SNIGGERS. What? 

ALBERT. No heathen black devils with gold spots on their 
fece. I give ’em the slip. 

BELL. Well done, Albert 1 

SNIGGERS [after a sigh of contenf\. Why didn’t you tell us ? 
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ALBERT. ’ Cause 'c won’t let you speak. ’E’s got ’is plans 
and ’c thinks we’re silly folk. Things must be done ’is way. And 
all the time I’ve give ’em the slip. Might ’ave ’ad one o’ them 
crooked knives in him before now but for me who give ’em the 
slip in Hull. 

BILL. Well done, Albert 1 Do you heat that. Toffy ? Albert 
has give ’em the slip. 

THE TOFF. Yes, I hear. 

SNIGGERS. Well, what do you say to that ? 

THE TOFF. Oh 1 . . . Well done, Albert 1 

ALBERT. And what a’ you going to do ? 

THE TOFF. Going to wait. 

ALBERT. Don’t seem to know what ’c’s waiting for. 

SNIGGERS. It’s a nasty place. 

ALBERT. It’s getting sffly. Bill. Our money’s gone and we 
want to sell the ruby. Let’s get on to a town. 

BILL. But ’e won’t come. 

ALBERT. Then we’ll leave him. 

SNIGGERS. We’ll be all right if we keep away from Hull. 

ALBERT. We’ll go to London. 

BILL. But ’e must ’ave ’is share. 

SNIGGERS. All right. Only let’s go. [To the toff] We’re 
going, do you hear ? Give us the ruby. 

THE toff. Certainly. 

[He ffl’es them a rtibj from bis waistcoat pocket ; it is the sit^t 
of a small ben's egg. He goes on reading bis paper. 

ALBERT. Come on, Sniggers. [Exesmt albert and sniggers. 

BILL. Good-bye, old man. We’U give you your fait share, 
but there's nothing to do here — no girls, no halls, and we must 
sell the ruby. 

THE TOFF. I’m not a fool. Bill. 

BILL. No, no, of course not. Of course you ain’t, and you’ve 
helped us a lot. Good-bye. You’ll say good-bye ? 

THE TOFF. Oh, yes. Good-bye. 

[Still reads bis paper. Exit bill, the toff puts a revolver 
on the table beside bim and goes on with bis paper. After 
a moment the three men come rushing in again, frightened. 
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SNIGGERS [out of breath]. We’ve come back. Toffy. 

THE TOFF. So JOU haVC. 

ALBERT. Toffy. . , . How did they get here ? 

THE TOFF. They walked, of course. 

ALBERT. But it’s eighty miles. 

SNIGGERS. Did you know they were here. Toffy ? 

THE TOFF. Expected them about now. 

ALBERT. Eighty miles 1 

BILL. Toffy, old man . . . what arc we to do ? 

THE TOFF. Ask Albert. 

BILL. If they can do things like this, there’s no one can 
save us but you, Toffy. ... I always knew you were a 
clever one. We won’t be fools any more. We’ll obey 
you. Toffy. 

THE TOFF. You’re brave enough and strong enough. There 
isn’t many that would steal a ruby eye out of an idol’s 
head, and such an idol as that was to look at, and on 
such a night. You’re brave enough. Bill. But you’re all 
three of you fools. Jim would have none of my plans, 
and where’s Jim ? And George. What did they do to 
him ? 

SNIGGERS. Don’t, Toffy I 

THE TOFF. Well, then, your strength is no use to you. You 
want cleverness ; or they’ll have you the way they had George 
and Jim. 

ALL. Ugh I 

THE TOFF. Those black priests would follow you round the 
world in circles. Year after year, till they got the idol’s eye. 
And if we died with it, they’d follow our grandchildren. That 
fool thinks he can escape from men like that by running round 
three streets in the town of Hull. 

ALBERT. God’s truth, jou ’aven’t escaped them, because 
they’re ’ere. 

THE TOFF. So I SUppOSCd. 

ALBERT. You Supposed 1 

THE TOFF. Yes, I believe there’s no aimouncement m the 
Society papers. But I took this country scatespedally to receive 
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BILL. I think they’re coming. Toffy. 

THE TOFF. Not yet. 

ALBERT. When will they come ? 

THE TOFF. When I am quite ready to receive them. Not 
before. 

SNIGGERS. I should like to get this over. 

THE TOFF. Should you ? Then we’ll have them now, 

SNIGGERS. Now? 

THE TOFF. Yes, Listen to me. You shall do as you see me 
do. You will .'ll! pretend to go out. I’ll show you how. I’ve 
got the ruby. When they see me alone they will come for their 
idol’s eye. 

BILL. How can they tell like this which of us has it ? 

THE TOFF. I confess I don’t know, but they seem to. 

SNIGGERS. What will you do when they come in ? 

THE TOFF. I shall do nothing. 

SNIGGERS. What ? 

THE TOFF. They will creep up behind me. Then, my friends, 
Sniggers and Bill and Albert, who gave them the slip, will do 
what they can. 

BILL. All right. Toffy, Trust us, 

THE TOFF. If you’re a little slow, you will sec enacted the 
cheerful spectacle that accompanied the demise of Jim. 

SNIGGERS. Don’t, Toffy. We’ll be there, all right. 

THE TOFF. Very well. Now watch me. 

[He goes past tit windott's to the inner door R. He opens 
it inwards, then, under cover of the open door, be slips 
down on his knee and closes it, remaining on the inside, 
appearing to have gone out. He signs to the others, 
who understand. Then be appears to re-enter in the same 
manner. 

THE TOFF. Now, I shall sit with my back to the door. You 
go out one by one, so far as our friends can make out. Crouch 
very low to be on the safe side. They mustn’t see you through 
the window. [bill makes his sham exit. 

THE TOFF. Remember, no revolvers. The police are, I believe, 
proverbially inquisitive. 
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[The other to'o Jollov bhx. All three are non' crouching inside 
the door R. the tope puts the rtehj beside him on the 
table. He lights a cigarette. The door at the back, opens so 
slowly that you can hardly say at what moment it began. 
TIU'. TOPr pic/cj eep bis paper. A native of India wriggles 
along the floor ever so slowly, seefJng cover from chairs. He 
moves L., where TiiR topp is. The three sailors are R. 
ssiGCP.Jis and ALnnKT lean forward, pith’s arm heps 
them back. An armchair had better conceal them from the 
Indian. The black privst nears mziorv. nitt watches 
to see if any mare are coming. Then he leaps forward alone 
— he has tahn bis boots off — and knifes the priest. The 
PRIEST tries to shout, but bill's left band is over bis mouth. 
THE TOPP continues to read his sporting paper. He never 
loolvs around. 

DILL [sotto voce]. There’s only one, Toffy. What shah 'vre 
do ? 

THE TOPP [without turning bis head]. Only one ? 

BILL. Yes. 

THE TOPP. Wait a moment. Let me think. [Still apparently 
absorbed in his paper] Ah, yes. You go back, Bill. We must 
attract another guest. . . , Now, arc you ready ? 

DILL. Yes. 

THE TOPP. Ah right. You shah now sec my demise at my 
Yorkshire residence. You must receive guests for me. [Hr leaps 
up in ftdl view of the window, flings up both arms and falls to the floor 
near the dead priest. Now, be ready. 

[His eyes close. There is a long pause. Again the door opens, 
very, very slowly. Another priest creeps in. He has three 
golden spots eepon bis forehead. He looks rormd, then be 
creeps up to bis companion and turns him over and looh 
inside of bis clenched bands. Then be looks at the recumbent 
TOPP. Then he creeps towards him, bill slips after him 
and knifes him like the other with bis left band over bis 
mouth. 

BILL [sotto voce]. We’ve only got two, ToSy. 

THE TOFF. StiU another. 
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BILL. What’ll wc do ? 

THE TOFF {sitiing fip]. Hum. 

BILL. This is the best -way, much. 

THE TOFF. Out of the questiou. Never play the same game 
twice. 

BILL. Why not, ToSy ? 

THE TOFF. Doesn’t work if you do. 

BILL. Well? 

THE TOFF. I have it, Albert. You will now walk into the 
room. I showed you how to do it. 

ALBERT. Yes. 

THE TOFF, just lun over here and have a fight at this window 
with these two men. 

ALBERT. But they’re . . . 

THE TOFF. Yes, thcy'rc dead, my perspicuous Albert. But 
BiB and I arc going to resuscitate them. . . . Come on. 

[bill picks up a body under fbt arms. 
THE TOFF. That’s right, Bill. [Dow the same.) Come and help 
us, Sniggers. . . . [skiggers comes.] Keep low, keep low. 
Wave their arms about. Sniggers. Don’t show yourself. Now, 
Albert, over you go. Our Albert is slain. Back you get. Bill. 
Back, Sniggers. Still, Albert. Mustn’t move when he comes. 
Not a muscle. 

[A face appears at the vindow and stays for some time. Then 
the door opens and, looking craftily round, the third priest 
enters. He looks at his companions' bodies and turns round. 
He suspects something. He takes up one of tbs knives and 
vitb a knife in each hand he puts bis back to the wail. He 
looks to the left and right. 
the toff. Come on, Bill. 

[The PRIEST rushes to the door, the toff knifes the last 
PRIEST from behind. 

THE toff, a good day’s work, my friends. 

BILL. Well done. Toffy. Oh, you arc a deep one I 
ALBERT. A deep one if ever there was one. 

SNIGGERS. There ain’t any more, BUI, are there ? 

THE toff. No more in the world, my friend. 


no 
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»nx. Ay, that’s all there arc. There were only three in the 
temple. Three priests and their beastly idol. 

AtnKRT. Wh-at is it worth, Toffy ? Is it worth a thousand 
pounds ? 

Tun Torr. It’s worth all they’ve got in the shop. Worth just 
whatever we like to ask for it. 

ALBERT. Then we’re millionaires now. 

TJiR TOPr. Yes, and, what is more important, we no longer 
have any heirs. 

lULL. We’ll have to sell it now. 

ALBERT. That won’t be easy. It’s a pity it isn’t small, and we 
had half a dozen. Hadn’t the idol any other on him ? 

BILL. No, he was green jade all over and only had this one 
eye. He had it in the middle of his forehead and was a long 
sight uglier than anything else in the world. 

SKiGGERS. I’m sure we ought all to be very grateful to ToSy. 

BILL. And, indeed, we ought. 

ALBERT. If it hadn’t been for him . . . 

BILL. Yes, if it hadn’t been for old Toffy . . . 

SKIGGERS. He's a deep one. 

THE TOFF. Well, you scc I just havc a knack of foreseeing 
things. 

SKIGGERS. I should think you did. 

BILL. Why, I don’t suppose anything happens that out Toff 
doesn’t foresee. Docs it. Toffy ? 

THE TOFF. Well, I don’t think it docs. Bill. I don’t think it 
often does. 

BILL, Life is no more than just a game of cards to our 
old Toff. 

THE TOFF, Well, wc’vc ukcn thcsc fellows’ tricks. 

SKIGGERS [going io fbc vindon^. It wouldn’t do for anyone to 
see them. 

THE TOFF. Oh, nobody will come this way. We’re all alone 
on a moor. 

BILL. Where will we put them ? 

THE TOFF. Bury them in the cellar, but there’s no hurry. 

BILL. And what then. Toffy ? 
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THE TOFF. Why, then we’ll go to London and upset the ruby 
business. We have really come through this job very nicely. 

BiiJ-. I think the first thing that we ought to do is to give a 
little supper to old Tofly. We’ll bury these fellows to-night. 
ALBERT. Yes, let’s. 

SNIGGERS, liic very thing 1 
BILL. And we’ll all drink his health. 

ALBERT. Good old Toffy I 

SNIGGERS. He ought to liavc been a general or a premier. 

\Thtj get bottles from cupboard, etc. 
THE TOFF. Well, we’ve earned our bit of a supper. 

{Tbej sit doam. 

BILL [glass in band], Here’s to old ToSy, who guessed every- 
thing 1 

ALBERT and SNIGGERS. Good old Toffy I 

BILL. Toffy, who saved our lives and made our fortunes. 

ALBERT and SNIGGERS. Hear I Hear I 

THE TOFF. And here’s to BiU, who saved me twice to-night 
BILL. Couldn’t have done it but for your cleverness, Tofiy. 
SNIGGERS. Hear, hear ! Hear, hear I 
ALBERT. He foresees everything. 

BILL, A speech, Tofiy. A speech from our generah 
ALL. Yes, a speech. 

SNIGGERS. A speech. 

THE TOFF. Well, get me some water. This whisky’s too much 
for my head, and I must keep it clear till our friends arc safe in 
the cellar. 

BILL. Water ? Yes, of course. Get him some water. Sniggers. 
SNIGGERS. We don’t use water here. Where shall I get it ? 
BILL. Outside in the garden. [Exit sniggers. 

ALBERT. Here’s to future ! 

BILL. Here’s to Albert Thomas, Esquire, 

ALBERT. And William Jones, Squire. 

Re-enter sniggers, terrified 

THE TOFF. Hullo, here’s Jacob Smith, Esquire, J.P., alias 
Sniggers, back again. 
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Taiif, Tvc {j'fn ihinUnj* my stu'c in thi! 

iu)>y. I i!on'{ ira/s! ir, To^y i I •-a.'Jt h. 
nit*. Torr. N’nr.'.cn;-, N’’’in-.?r.*.e. 

•.‘.■{nnf.f.. V*iu shall {tave »r, TofJy, you sltall h.ivc is youti:’;, 
n!il)‘ saj* has no (Karr in this 'ere rubj". Saj* it, TofTr, 

say it 1 

sti.u \X'ar!; in farr, informer, SrJr'tfn ? 
ss'tOfiKSi. So, r.o. Oritr I d'sn't -ain; th.c rchy. Totfy. . . . 
ntf*. TOfP. N*o rr.'ire nots'.rrise, Srsip^mrs, VX’c'rc a!! in to^cihrt 
in ihit. If one iianps, si-c all harsi; ; hot tiney non’t oatss'it rr.e. 
Hesitics, it's not a hanyin;: at'air, they h.acl their hnivta. 

jstfioef.*.. T<j:Ty. ToiTy, I afes-ays treated you fair. Toffy. I 
v.‘as alsa-ays one to tay, *' Gr/e Toffy a charter." Take hack my 
share. Toffy, 

Tilt*. TOff. VC'hat'a the matter ? \X’tat arc you drirhn;: at ? 
ss'tcof.f.i. Take it lock. Toffy. 

Titr. Torr. Ansu-cr tnr, witat arc you up to ? 

srrtoorre. I don't ’aunt tny j'tiarc any more. 

fiti-t- I iavc you teen the police ? (ALsr.s.T /af/Zr /;V hift. 

TUP. Torp. No, no fcnis-c*., .Misrtt. 

Ai.iutP.T, Wiiat th.cn ? 

TUP Tort*. njc honeat truth in open court, barring the ruby. 
\X'c si*crc attacked. 

5N’JCOPR-S. Tiicrc’j no police. 

Tin? Torr. Well, then, urhat’a the naattet ? 

MT.t. Out 'tt-ifh if. 
ssiooi'n.e. I swear to Go<i . , . 

Al,PI?RT. kX’cll ? 

Titn TOiT. Don't internipt. 

SNiGcr.ns. I swear 1 saw something sjfjt/ 7 £i-^t lih. 

Tin? TOPP. Wliat you didn’t like ? 

SKtGcr.RS {f/t /far/]. Oh, Toffy, Toffy, take it back. Take tny 
share. Say you take it. 

THR Topp. Wiiat has he seen ? 

[Dr sd siltmt, crtlj hrehr. iy sviGcr.Rs’ schs. Tbtn sltps an 
hard, Tir.ttr chtdtafuidst, ItiihUrJcndgrcpsilsty. 
It proprs its c'jy to th mhj end picks it up end serrs-s it 
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into a socket in the forehead, sniggers still veeps softly, 
the rest stare in horror. The idol steps out, not groping. 
Its steps move off, then stop. 

THE TOEF. Oh, great heavens I 

ALBERT \in a childish, plaintive voice"]. What is it, TofTy ? 

BILL, Albert, it is that obscene idol [in a vhisper] come from 
India. 

ALBERT. It is gone. 

BILL. It has taken its eye. 

SNIGGERS. We are saved. 

A VOICE OFF [pith outlandish accent]. Meestaire William Jones, 
Able Seaman. 

[the toff has never spoken, never moved. He only gapes 
stupidly in horror. 

Bii.L. Albert, Albert, what is this ? 

[Hr rises and valfos cut. One moan is heard, sniggers goes 
to the sindov. He falls hack sicldy. 
albert [in a shisper]. What has happened ? 
sniggers. 1 have seen it. I have seen it. Oh, I have seen it I 

[He returns to table. 

THE toff [laying his hand very gently on sniggers’ arm, speaking 
softly and vinningly]. What was it. Sniggers ? 
sniggers. I have seen it. 

ALBERT. What? 

SNIGGERS. Oh 1 

VOICE. Meestaire Albert Thomas, Able Seaman. 

ALBERT. Must I go, Toffy ? TolTy, must I go ? 

SNIGGERS [clutching him]. Don’t move. 

albert [going]. Toffy, Toffy. [Exit. 

VOICE, hleestaire Jacob Smith, Able Seaman. 

SNIGGERS. I can’t go. Toffy, I can’t go. I can’t do it. 

[He goes. 

VOICE. Meestaire Arnold Everett Scott-Fortescuc, late Esquire, 
Able Seaman. 

the toff. I did not foresee it. [En/A 

CURTAIN 

H 
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CAlvlPBELL OF KILlvfflOR 


CHARACTERS 

Mart Stewart 
Morag Cameron 
Dugald Stewart 
Captain Sandeman 
Archibald CAiiPBELL 
James Mackenzie 


This play was first produced by the Scottish 
Repertory Theatre Company at the Royalty 
Theatre, Glasgow, on Monday, March aj, 1914, 
with the following cast : 


Maty Steix'art 
Morag Cameron , 
Dngald Stewart . 
Captain Sandeman 
Archibald Campbell 
James Mackemje 


. Agnes Lowson 
. Rita Thom 
. Nicholas I-Iannen 
. N. N. WiMBUSH 
. W. S. Hartford 
. C. Stewart Robertson 


The play produced by Air Lewis Casson. 


Scene : Interior of a lonely cottage on the road from Struan to Rannocb, 
in North Perthshire. 

Time : After the Rising q/^’43. 

MORAG is restlessly mooing backward and forward. The old woman 
is seated on a low stool beside the peat fire in the centre of the floor. 

The room is scantily furnished and the women are poorly clad, morag 
is barefooted. At the back is the door that leads to the outside. 
On the left of the door is a small window. On the right side of the 
room there is a door that opens into a bam. morag .(tands for a 
moment at the window, looking out. 
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MORAG. It is the wild night outside. 

MART STEWART. Is the SHOW Still coming down ? 

MORAG. It is that then — dancing and swirling with the wind 
too, and never stopping at all. Aye, and so black I cannot see 
the other side of the road. 

MARY STl’-WART. That is good. 

[.stORAG moves across the floor and stops irresolutelj. She h 
restless, expectant. 

MORAG. Will I be putting the light in the window ? 

MARY STEWART. Why should you be doing that 1 You have 
not heard his call {turns eagerly], have you ? 

MORAG {rt'itb sign of bead]. No, but the light in the window 
would show liim all is well. 

MARY STEWART. It would not then I The h'ght was to be put 
there after we had heard tlic signal. 

MORAG. But on a night like this he may have been calling for 
long and we never hear him. 

iiARY STEWART. Do not be so an-xious, Morag. Keep to what 
he says. Put more peat on the lire now and sit down. 

MORAG [with increasing excitement], I canna, I canna 1 There is 
that in me tliat tells me something is going to befall us this night. 
Oh, that wind, hear to it, sobbing round the house as if it brought 
some poor lost soul up to the door, and we refusing it shelter. 

itARY STEWART. Do not be fretting yourself like that. Do as 
I bid you. Put more peats to the fire. 

MORAG [at the wicker peat-basket]. Never since I . . . What 
was that ? [Both listen for a moment. 

MARY STEWART. It was just the wind ; it is rising more A 
sore night for them that are out in the heather. 

[morag puts peat on the fire without speaking. 

MARY STEWART. Did you noticc were there many people 
going by to-day ? 

morag. No. After daybreak the redcoats came by from 
Struan ; and there was no more till nine, when an old man like 
the Catechist from Killichonan passed. At four o’clock, just 
when the dark was falling, a horseman with a lad holding to the 
stirrup, and running fast, went by towards Rannoch. 
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MART STEWART. But uo morc redcoats ? 

MORAG [shaking btr biad]. The road has been as quiet as the 
hills, and they as quiet as the grave. Do you thkik will he 
come? 

MART STEWART. Is it you think I have the gift, girl, that you 
ask me that ? All I know is that it is five days since he was here 
for meat and drink for himself and for the others — five days and 
five nights, mind you ; and little enough he took away ; and 
those in hiding no’ used to such sore lying. I’ll be thinking. He 
must try to get through to-night. But that quietness, with no 
one to be seen from daylight till dark, I do not like it, Morag. 
They must know something. They must be watching. 

[..4 sourJ is heard by both voraen. They stand listening. 

JHAT STEWART. Haste you with the light, Morag. 

MORAG. But it came from the back of the house — ^firom the 
' hillside. 

MART STEWART. Do as I tell you. The other side may be 
watched. 

[A candle is lit and placed in the windov. Girl goes hurrying 
to the door. 

MART STEWART. Stop, Stop 1 Would you be opening the door 
with a light like that shining from the house ? A man would 
be seen against it in the doorway for a mile. And who knows 
what eyes may be watching ? Put out the light now and 
cover the fire. 

[Rcorr is reduced to stmi-darhiess, and the door unbarred. 
Some one enters. 

MORAG. You are cold, Dugald 1 

[sTEWART, veiy exhausted, signs assent. 

MORAG. And wet, oh, wet through and through ! 

STEWART. Erricht Brig was guarded, well guarded. I had to 
win across the water. 

[The old rroman has now relit candle and taken away plaid 
from fire. 

MART STEWART. Eriicht Brig — ^then 

STEWART [cofik]. Yes — ^in a cortie^ on the far side of Dearig, 
half-way, up. 
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MARY STEWART. Himscif is thcrc then ? 

STEVr'AnT. Aye, and Kcppoch as well, and another acd a 
greater is with them, 

stARY STEWART. Whecst 1 \Gkr.cis a! MORAG. 

STEWART. Mother, is it that you can , . . ? 

MARY STEWART. Ycs, ycs, Morag will bring out the food for 
ye to carry back. It is under the hay in the barn, well hid. 

Morag will bring it Go, Morag, and bring it. 

[morag trAtrs other room or bam n'bicb opens on right. 

STEWART. Mother, I wonder at ye ; Morag would never tell — 
never. 

MARY STEWART. Morag is only a lass yet. She has never been 
tried. And who knows wh,at she might be made to tell ? 

STiiWART, Well, well, it is no matter, for I was telling you 
where I left them, but not where I am to find them. 

MARY STEWART. They arc not w’hcrc you s.aid now ? 

STEWART. No; they left the corrie last night, and I am to find 
them [vbispers] in a quiet part on Rannoch moor. 

MARY STEWART. It is as wcU fot a young lass not to be knowing. 
Do not tell her. 

[lie sits dovn at fable, the old voman ministers to bis vants. 

STEWART. A fire is a merry thing on a night like this ; and a 
roof over the head is a great comfort. 

MARY STEWART. Yc’ll no' can stop the night ? 

STEWART. No. I must bc many a mile from here before the 
day breaks on Ben Dcarig. 

MORAG re-enters 

MORAG. It was hard to get through, Dugald ? 

STEWART. You may say that. I came down Erricht for three 
miles, and then when I reached low country I had to take to 
walking in the burns because of the snow that shows a man’s 
steps and tells who he is to them that can read ; and there’s 
plenty can do that abroad, God knows. 

MORAG. But none spied ye ? 

STEWART. Who can tell ? Before dark came, from far up on 
the slopes of Dearig I saw soldiers about ; and away towards 
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tlic Rannoch Moor they ■were scattered all over the country like 
black flies on a ■white sheet. A wild cat or anything that couldna 
fly could never have got through. And men at every brig and 
ford and pass I I had to strike away up across the slopes again ; 
and even so as I turned round the bend beyond Kilrain I ran 
straight into a sentry sheltering behind a great rock. But after 
that it was easy going. 

MORAG. How could that be ? 

STEWART. Well you see I took the boots OS' him, and then 1 
had no need to mind who might sec my steps in the snow. 

MORAG. You took the boots oS him I 

STEWART {laugbin^. I did that same. Does that puzzle your 
bonny head ? How does a lad take the boots oS a redcoat ? 
Find out the answer, my lass, while I will be finishing my 
meat. 

MORAG. Maybe he was asleep ? 

STEWART. Asleep I Asleep 1 Well, well, he sleeps sound 
enough now, with the ten toes of him pointed to the sky. 

[Tie old vorrean has taken up dirk from table. She puts it 
dovn again, morag sees tie action and pushes dirk awaj 
so that it rolls off the table and drops to the floor. She bides 
her face in her bands. 

MART STEWART. Morag, bring in the kebbuck o’ cheese. Now 
that all is well and safe it is we that ■will look after his comfort 
to-night, [morag goes into bam.'\ ... I mind well her mother 
saying to me — ^it was one day in the black ■winter that she died, 
when the frost took the land in its grip and the birds fell stiS 
from the trees, and the deer came down and put their noses to 

the door — mind well her saying just before she died 

[Loud knocking at the door. 

A VOICE. In the King’s name I \Botb rise. 

MART STEWART. The hay in the bam, quick, my son. 

[Knocking continues. 

A VOICE. Open in the King’s name 1 

[stew ART snatches ip such articles as would meal bis presence 
and hurries into bam. He overlooks dirk on floor. The 
old woman goes towards door. 
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MART STEWART. Who IS there ? What do you want ? 

A VOICE, open, open. 

[mart STEWART Opens door and Campbell of kilmhor 
follows CAPTAIN sandeman into the house. Behind 
KILMHOR comes a man carrying a leather wallet, james 
MACKENZIE, his clerk. The rear is brought up by soldiers 
carrying arms. 

SANDEMAN. Ha, the bird has flown. 

CAMPBELL [who has struck dirk with his foot and picked it up]. 
But the nest is warm ; look at this. 

SANDEMAN. It secms as if we had disturbed him at supper. 
Search the house, men. 

MART STEWART. I’m just a loncIy old woman. You have been 
misguided. I was getting through my supper. 

CAMPBELL [holding up dirk]. And this was your toothpick, eh ? 
Na ! na 1 We ken whaur we are, and wha we want, and by 
Cruachan I think we’ve got him. 

[Sounds are heard from bam, and soldiers return with MORAG. 
She has stayed in biding from fear, and she still bolds the 
cheese in her hands. 

SANDEMAN, What havc we herd 

CAMPBELL. A lass I 

MART STEWART. It’s just my dead brother’s daughter. She 
was getting me the cheese, as you can see. 

CAMPBELL. On, men, again ; the other turtle doo wiU no’ be 
far away. [Banteringly to the old woman] Tut, tut. Mistress 
Stewart, and do ye have her wait upon ye while your leddyship 
dines alanc 1 A grand way to treat your dead brother’s daughter ; 
fie, fie upon ye ! 

[Soldiers reappear with stewart, whose arms are pinioned. 

CAMPBELL. Did I no’ tell ye 1 And this, Mrs Stewart, will be 
your dead sister’s son, Fm thinking ; or aiblins your leddyship’s 
butler 1 Weel, woman, I’ll tell ye this : Pharaoh spared ae 
butler, but Erchie Campbell will no’ spare anither. Na 1 na I 
Pharaoh’s case is no’ to be taken as forming ony preceedent 
And so if he doesna answer certain questions we have to speir at 
him, before morning he’ll hang as high as Haman. 
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[sTEWART is placed before the table at which Campbell has 
seated himself . Two soldiers guard STEveAnr. Another is 
behind Campbell’s chair, and another is by the door. The 
clerk, MACKENZIE, is seated at up corner of table. 
SANDEMAN Stands by the fire. 

CAMPBELL \to stewart]. Wccl, sk, it is within the cognizance 
of the law that you have knowledge and information of the place 
of harbour and concealment used by certain persons who are in 
a state of proscription. Furthermore, it is known that four days 
ago certain other proscribed persons did join with these, and 
that they are banded together in an endeavour to secure the 
escape from these dominions of his Majesty, King George, of 
certain persons who by their crimes and treasons lie open to the 
capital charge. What say ye ? [stewart makes no reply. 

CAMPBELL. Ye admit this then ? [stewart as before. 

CAMPBELL. Come, come, my lad. Ye stand in great jeopardy. 
Great affairs of State lie behind this which are beyond your 
simple understanding. Speak up and it will be the better for ye. 

[stewart silent as before. 

CAMPBELL. Look you. I’ll be frank with you. No harm will 
befall you this night (and I wish all in this house to note my 
words) — no harm will befall you this night if you supply the 
information requked. [stewart as before. 

CAMPBELL \n'itb sudden passion\. Sandeman, put your sword 
to the carcase o’ this muckle ass and see will it louse his 
tongue. 

STEWART. It may be as well then, Mr Campbell, that I should 
say a word to save your breath. It is this : Till you talk 
Raimoch Loch to the top of Schiehallion ye’ll no’ talk me 
into a yea or nay. 

CAMPBELL \quietly\. Say ye so ? Noo, I widna be so very sure 
if I were you. I’ve had a lairge experience o’ life, and speaking 
out of it I would say that only fools and the dead never change 
thek minds. 

STEWART [quietly too]. Then you’ll be adding to your experience 
to-night, Mr Campbell, and you’ll have something to put on to 
the other side of it. 
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CAMPBELL [tapping his sniijf-box]. Very possibly, young sit, but 
what I would present for your consideration is this : While ye 
may be prepared to keep your mouth shut under the condition 
of a fool, arc ye equally prepared to do so in the condition of a 
dead man ? 

[CAMPBELL ti'ai/s expectantly, stewart silent as before. 

CAMPBELL. Tut, tut, now if it's afraid ye are, my lad, with my 
hand on my heart and on my word as a gentleman . . . 

STEWART. Afraid ! [He spits in contempt towards cai,ipbell. 

CAMPBELL [enraged]. Ye damned stubborn Hicland slot. . . . 
[To sandeman] Have him taken out. We’JI get it another 
w.ay. 

[CAMPBELL rises. STEWART is moved into bam by soldiers. 

CAMPBELL [walking]. Some puling cediots, Sandeman, would 
applaud this contumacy and call it constancy. Constancy 1 
Now, I’ve had a lairgc experience o’ life and I never saw yet a 
sensilric man insensible to the touch of yellow metal. If there 
may be such a man it is demonstrable that he is no sensible man. 
Fideclity 1 quotha, it’s sheer obstinacy. They just see that ye 
want something oot o’ them, and they’re so damned selfish and 
thrawn they winna pairt. And with the natural inabeelity o’ 
their brains to hold mair than one idea at a time they caima 
see that in return you could put something into their palms 
far more profitable. [Sits again at table.] Awcel, bring Mstress 
Stewart up. [Old woman is placed before him where son bad been. 

CAMPBELL [more ingratiatingly]. Weel noo. Mistress Stewart, 
good woman, this is a sair predeecament for ye to be in. I would 
jist counsel ye to be candid. Doubtless yer mind is a’ in a swirl. 
Ye kenna what way to turn. Maybe ye are like the Psalmist and 
say : “ I lookit this way and that, and there was no man to peety 
me, or to have compassion upon my fatherless children.” But, 
see now, ye would be wrong ; and, if ye tell me a’ ye ken, I’ll 
stand freends wi’ ye. Put your trust in Erchie Campbell. 

MARY STEWART. I trust HO Campbell. 

CAMPBELL. Weel, weel noo. I’m no’ just that set up wi’ them 
myself. There’s but ae Campbell that I care muckle aboot, after 
a’. But, good wife, it’s no’ the Campbells we’re tryin’ the noo ; 
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SO as lime presses 'tt c’ll jist " tin^rjont," as they say themselves, 
Noo tlicn, speak up. (maky stewart is silint. 

CArmmxL p/issin^ tbreu^b astotiishnent, 

ixpostsih-.licn, crj a ftirjird ccr.ltnpt Jer r.oskir r.nd pity for son to a 
prdrr.ct cf sodntss s iifb, exetpt ct thi end, nnhs bis n'crds fane 
bslfin-iy]. Ah ! ye also. I suppose ye understand, woman, how 
it will go wi’ your son ? {To lis eier/:\ Here’s a fine mother for 
ye, James I Would you believe it ? She kens what would save 
her son — the very babe she nursed at her breast ; but will she 
save him? Ka I na 1 Sir, he may look after himself 1 A mother, 
a mother 1 Ha 1 ha I 

(cAstriir.u. loughs. nACKr„N'2ir. titters fooUskly. campuell 
psuses to n stcb effect cf lis s-erds. 

Aye, you would think, James, that she would remember the 
time when he was but little and afraid of all the terrors that walk 
in darkness, and how he looked up to her as to a tower of safet)', 
and would run to her with outstretched hands, hiding his face 
from his fear, in her gown. The darkness I It is the dark night 
and a long journey l>cforc him now. [lie pjuses et^oin. 

You would think, James, that she would mind how she happii 
him from the cold of winter and sheltered him from the summer 
heats, and, when he began to find his footing, how she had an 
eye on a’ the beasts of the field and on the water and the fire that 
were become her enemies. And to what purpose all this care ? — 
tell me that, my man, to what good, if she is to leave him at the 
last to dangle from a tree at the end of a hempen rope — to see his 
flesh given to be meat for the fowls of the air — her son, her 
little son 1 

MARY STEWART. My son — my little son . . . Oh, but my son 
is guilty of no crime I 

CAMPRELL. Is hc no’ 1 Vi’ccl, mistrcss, as ye’ll no’ take my 
word for it, maybe ye’ll list to Mr Mackenzie here. Wliat say 
ye, James ? 

UAcmiNZiE. Hc is guilty of aiding and abetting in the conceal- 
ment of proscribed persons ; likewise with being found in the 
possession of arms, contrary to statute, both very heinous 
crimes. 
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CAMPBELL. Very -well said, James ! Forby, between ourselves, 
Mrs Stewart, the young mao in my opeenion is guilty of another 
crime [snuff — ^he is guilty of the heinous crime of not knowing 
on which side his bread is buttered. — Come now. . , , 

MARY STEWART. Yc durst not lay a finger on the lad, ye durst 
not hang him. 

MACKENZIE. And why should the gentleman not hang him if 
it pleesure him ? [Campbell taps snuff-box and tahs ptncb. 

MARY STEWART [witb intensity]. Campbell of Kilmhor, lay but 
one finger on Dugald Stewart and the weight of Ben Cruachan 
will be light to the weight that will be laid on your soul. I will 
lay the curse of the seven rings upon your life ; I will call up the 
fires of Ephron, the blue and the green and the grey fires, for 
the destruction of your soul : I will curse you in your homestead 
and in the wife it shelters and in the children that will never beat 
your name. Yea and ye shall be cursed. 

CAMPBELL [startled — betrays agitation — the snuff is spilt from bis 
trembling band]. Hoot toot, woman I ye're, ye’re . . , [Angrily] 
Ye auld beldame, to say such things to me 1 I’ll have ye first 
whippet and sync droont for a witch. Damn thae stubborn and 
supersteetious cattle 1 [To sandeman] We should have come 
in here before him and listened in the barn, Sandeman 1 

SANDEMAN. Ah, listen behind the door you mean ! Now I 
never thought of that I 

CAMPBELL. Did ye not I Humph I Well, no doubt there arc 
a good many things in the universe that yet wait for your 
thought upon them. What would be your objections, now ? 

SANDEMAN. There are two objections, Kilmhor, that you 
would understand. 

CAMPBELL. Name them. 

SANDEMAN. Well, in the first place, we have not wings hkc 
crows to fly . . . and the footsteps on the snow . . . Second 
point — ^the woman would have told him we were there. 

CAMPBELL. Not if I told her I had power to clap her in 
Inverness jail. 

MARY STEWART [in Contempt]. Yes, even if yc had told me ye 
had power to clap me in hell, Mr Campbell. 
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CAMPBELL. Lift me that screeching Jeaebel oot o’ here ; 
Sandeman, we’ll mak’ a quick finish o’ this. [Soldiers take her 
towards harnl\ No, not there, pitch the old girzie into the snow. 

MART STEWART. Ye’ll nevet find him, Campbell, never, never 1 

CAMPBELL [enraged]. Find him, aye, by God I’U find him, if I 
have to keek under every stone on the mountains from the 
Boar of Badenoch to the Sow of Athole. [Old woman and soldiers 
go outside.] And now. Captain Sandeman, you an’ me must have 
a word or two. I noted your objection to listening ahint doors 
and so on. Now, I make a’ necessary allowances for youth and 
the grand and magneeficent ideas commonly held, for a little 
while, in that period. I had them myself. But, man, gin ye had 
trod the floor of the Parliament Hoose in Edinburry as long as I 
did, wi’ a pair o’ thin hands at the bottom o’ toom pockets, ye’d 
ha’e shed your fine notions, as I did. Noo, fine pernickety 
noansense will no’ do in this business 

SANDEMAN. Sit I 

CAMPBELL. Softly, softly. Captain Sandeman, and hear till 
what I have to say. I have noticed with regret several things in 
your remarks and bearing which are displeasing to me. I would 
say just one word in your ear ; it is this : These things, Sande- 
man, are not conducive to advancement in his Majesty’s service. 

SANDEMAN. Kilmhot, I am a soldier, and if I speak out my 
mind you must pardon me if my words are blunt : I do not like 
this work, but I loathe your methods. 

CAMPBELL. Mislike the methods you may, but the work ye 
must do I Methods are my business. Let me tell you the true 
position. In ae word it is no more and no less than this. You 
and me are baith here to carry out the proveesions of the Act for 
the Pacification of the Highlands. That means the cleaning up 
of a very big mess, Sandeman, a very big mess. Now, what is 
your special office in this work ? I’ll tell ye, man ; you and your 
men are just beesoms in the hands of the law-officers of the 
Crown. In this district, I order and ye soop I [He indicates door 
of bam.] Now soop. Captain Sandeman. 

SANDEMAN [in Some agitation]. What is your purpose ? What 
are you after ? I would give something to see into your min d. 
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CAMpnr.u,. Ne’er fash abool iny mind : what has a soldier to 
do with ony mental operations ? It’s his Grace’s orders that 
concern you. Oot wi’ your man and set him up a/^ainst the wa’. 

SANDRMAN. Kilmhor, it is murder — murder, Kilmhor I 

CAMP11IU.I.. Hoots awa’, man, it’s a thing o’ nae speda! 
signccficancc. 

SANDKMAN, I must ask you for a warrant. 

CAMPiiRLi.. Quick then : Mackenzie will bring it out to you. 

[Clirk hfjni nritirg. sakdkman and soldiers lead stewart 
outside. CAStPiiEt,!, sits till they are out. Clerk finishes. 

sfACKENZiE. At this place, Sir. 

CAMPISKI.L. Hoots I 1 was forgetting. 

itACKti.s'ZiP.. It is a great power ye have in your hands, Kilmhor, 
to be able to send a man to death on the nod, as ye might say. 

CAStpjirxt.. Power 1 Power, say ye ? Man, do ye no’ see I’m 
beaten ? Do ye no’ see that ? Archibald Campbell and a’ his 
money and men arc less to them than the wind blowing in thdr 
faces. 

itACKENZiE. Wdl, it is a strange thing that 1 

CAstmEEt, [^ets ufi\. Aye, it is a strange thing that. It is a 
thing I do not understand. It is a thing 6t to sicken a man o’ the 
notion that there arc probabcclitics on this earth. . . . Before- 
hand I would have said that nacthing could be easier, and yet — 
and yet — there it is 1 . . . [Pares forward.] Man, it would have 
been a grand stroke for me. . . . Quny — Kcppoch — Lochiel, 
and maybe . . . maybe . . . Hell 1 when I think o’ it I Heard 
you W’hat he said, James ? “ You’ll be adding to your experience 
to-night, Mr Campbell, and have something to put to the other 
side of it,” says he. Aye I and I have added something to it, and 
by God it is a thing I like but little — that a dream can be stronger 
than a strong man armed. . . . Just a whispered word, a pointed 
finger, would ha’ toll’d us a’. [Returns to table and sitsi] But no I 
I am powerless before the vision of an old woman, the dream of 
a half-grown lad. 

MACKENZIE. No’ exactly powerless, Kilmhor, for if ye canna 
open his mouth ye can shut it, and there’s aye a satisfaction in 
chat. [cAMPBELi, si^,s. 
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CAMPBELL. No’ to mc, man, no’ to me, for I’ve been beaten. 
[Hands paper to Mackenzie, who goes owL] The pair o’ them have 
beat me — ^though it’s a matter of seconds till one of them be 
dead. 

MORAG [starts into upright position and staring at him : her voice is 
like an echo to bis'\. Dead I 

CAMPBELL [turning hastily]. What is that 1 

MORAG. Is he dead ? 

CAMPBELL [ffd/nly]. Not yet, but if ye’ll look through this 
window [he indicates n>indon’] presently, ye’ll see him gotten ready 
for death. 

[He begins to collect articles of personal property, hat, etc. 

MORAG. I will tell you. 

CAMPBELL [astounded]. What 1 

MORAG. I will teU you all you are seeking to know. 

CAMPBELL [ quietly]. Good God, and to think, to think I was 
on the very act ... in the very act of . . . tell me — tell me 
at once. 

MORAG. You will promise that he will not be hanged ? 

CAiiPBELL. He will not. I swear it. 

MORAG. You will give him back to me ? 

CAiiPBELL. I wiU give him back unhung. 

MORAG. Then [Campbell comes near], in a corrie half-way up 
the far side of Dearig — God save me I 

CAiiPBELL. Dished after a’. Fve clean dished them ! Loard, 
Loard I once more I can believe in the rationality of Thy world. 
[Gathers up again his cloak, bat, etcl] And to think ... to think 
... I was on the very act of going away like a beaten dog ! 

MORAG. He is safe from hanging now ? 

CAMPBELL [chuckles and looks out at window before replying, and is 
a: door when be speaks]. Very near it, very near it. Listen ! 

[He bolds up bis band — a volley of musketry is beard, kilmhor 
goes out, closing the door behind him. After a short interval 
of silence, the old woman enters and advances a few steps. 

MARY STEWART. Did you hear, Morag Cameron, did you hear ? 

[The ffrl is sobbing, her head on her arms. 

MARY STEWART. Och ! be quiet now, I would be listening till 
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the last sound of it passes into the great hills and over all the ■wide 
world. ... It is fitting for you to be crying, a child that cannot 
understand, but water shall never wet eye of mine for Dugald 
Stewart, Last night I was but the mother of a lad that herded 
sheep on the Atholc hills : this morn it is I that am the mother 
of a man who is among the great ones of the earth. All over the 
land they w'ill be telling of Dugald Stewart. Mothers will teach 
their children to be men by him. High will his name be with the 
teller of fine talcs. . , . 'Hie great men came, they came in their 
pride, terrible like the storm they were, and cunning with words 
of guile were they. Death was with them. ... He was but a 
lad, a young lad, with great length of days before him, and the 
grandeur of the world. But he put it all from him. " Speak,” 
said they, ” speak, and life and great riches will be for yourself.” 
But he said no word at all I Loud was the swelling of their 
wrath I Let the heart of you rejoice, Morag Cameron, for the 
snow is red wdth his blood. There ate things greater than death. 
Let them that arc children shed the tears. , . , 

[Sht comts fora’ard and lays her hand on the girl's shoulder. 

MARY STEWART. I^t US go and lift him into the house, and 
not be leaving him lie out there alone. 
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gift of compelling people to ‘ think out ’ new ideas. His best 
works were “ The Education of Mr Surrage,” “ Mary Broome,” 
and a war study entitled “ The Conquering Hero.” He also 
published a number of tragedies. 

The enormously popular play which follows was written when 
the author was nearly sixty years of age. 

^ Applications regarding amateur petformanccs of this play should be 
addressed to Messrs Samuel French, Ltd., 26 Southampton Street, Strand, 
London, W.C2, or to Mr Lc Roy Phlllip>s, 41 Winter Street, Bostoa 
Massachusetts, U.SA. 
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THE GRAND CHAM’S DIAMOND 

CHARACTERS 

Mrs Perkins 
Mr Perkins 
Miss Perkins 
A Man in Black 
Albert Watkins 


This play was first produced at the Birmingham 
Repertory Theatre on September 21, 1918, by 
Mr John Drinkwatcr, with the following cast : 


Air/ PerfJnj 
Air PerkJns . 
Miss Perkins . 
A Man in Black 
Albert Watkins 


. Cathleen Orforo 
. Reginald Gatty 
. Sidney Leon 
. Noel Shammon 
, J. Adrian Byrne 


Scene : A sitting-room in a small house in a 'London suburb. Th 
n'indov is in the vail to the left of the spectator and the door in tbf 
right half of the back vaH. The furniture is ordinary. On the 
cbimneypiece, to the right of the spectator, is a clock. Tbs room 
is lit by electric light. It is some time after the evening meal, 
MR PERKINS is reading a newspaper. MRS perkins is darning a 
sock, and MISS perkins // engaged upon a jigsaw pue^gle. 

MRS perkins. What I mean t’ say is that it's not much fun 
for us. 

MR PERKINS. All right, Ma. 

miss perkins [engaged on her puo;pfe\. Bother I 

MRS p. It makes a long evenin’ of it. Same every night. We 
’ave our tea and then we just set down till it’s time to go to bed. 
It’s not fair. 

MR p. Same for all of us. 

MRS p. That it’s not. 



MR p. Why isn’t it ? 

MRS p. Do y’ or do y’ not go out o’ tliis ’ouse every mornin’ 
and spend the day out ? 

MR p. It’d be a poor job for you if I didn’t. 

MRS p. I don’t say anj^thin’ about that. I don’t interfere. 
MR p. ’0\v could y’ interfere ? 
inss p. Bother ! 

MRS p. Don’t interrup’ like that ^vheo me and your pa’s 
ta.lkin’, Polly. 

MISS p. hly name isn’t Polly. 

MR p. What is it ? 

MISS p. It’s Marie. 

MR p. Well, I’m blotvcd 1 

MRS p. .Am’ why shouldn’t she ’ave a bit of a change ? She’s 
tired of bein’ Polly. 

MISS P. I do think we might liavc a litde more change. 

MR p. Don’t you start. 

MISS p. We might have gone out to the pictures to-night, as 
Mother said. 

MR p. Your young man might ’ave come and found you 
out. 

MISS p. You know he’s engaged in the evenings. 

MPv p. Yes, and what at ? 
mss p. Never mind ! 

MRS p. I do think, Polly, that he ought to be a bit more open 
with you. What does he do ? 

MR p. Ay ; what does Albert Watkins do ? 
mss p. Never you mind I 
MRS P. ’E's never told ’cr. 

UR p. I ’ope it’s nothin’ to be ashamed of. 
mss p. P’raps I know more than you think. 

MRS P. ’As ’c said ? 
mss F. It’s confidential. 

MR p. Oh I I know that tale. 

MRS p. Well, Polly’s got ’er young man and you’ve got your 
business an’ out all day seein’ people. What ’ave I got ? 

UR p. Well, what should Y ’ave? What does any woman 
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’ave ? I dunao -what you’re botherin’ about. Y* ’ad a week at 
Margate this year. 

MRS p. [derish’el)^. 'Ome from 'ome I 

MR p. A good woman ought to like 'er ’ome. 

MRS p, I never said I didn’t like it 
iiRp. Well 

MRS p. ’Ome’s a place to come back to. 

MSS p. Mother’s romantic. That’s what she is. 

MRS p. What is that, Polly ? It’s a word I never rightly 

MR p. Romantic ! At ’er age 1 
MRS p. You know what it is, do y’ ? 

MR p. It’s penny dreadfuls and the pictures and gassin’ about 
love and the deep blue sea. 

MRS p. Well, -f might do worse. 

MR p. Whatever’s come over ’er ? 

MRS p. I’ve always thought I should like to travel, 
i.nss p. [at bir I think there’s a bit missing. 

MRS p. Eh ? A bit missin’ ? That’s the way with me ; there’s 
always bin a bit missin’. 

ira p. I dunno why y’re startin’ like this now. Y’vc ’ad all 
these years to settle down in. What’s come over yer ? 

MRS p. Eh 1 Don’t ask me, I think ’er Albert’s cornin’ about 
’as unsetded me. 
inss p. Albert I 

MRS p. Well, I see ’im an’ you and I think what might 'a’ been. 
MR p. What’s that ? 

MRS p. Well, I was young onct. 

MR p. But y’rc not now. 

MRS p. You’ve no call to throw it in m’ teeth- 

MR p. Teeth indeed I 

MRS p. Don’t be insultin’, Mr Perkins. 

MR p. I wasn’t bein’. 

MRS p. Yes, y’ was. 

inss p. I don’t sec why Albert should unsettle you. 
s.fRS p. If I was you I’d w’ant to know ’ow 'c spends ’is 
evenings. 

MISS p. It’s no business of yours. Ma. 
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MR p. It’ll be some bus’ness of min e. I thin k it’s about time 
Albert spoke to me. 

MISS p. Spoke to you ? 

MR p. Placed ’is position an’ prospects before me. 

MISS P. Well, I believe he’s a confidential agent. 

MRS p. A what I 

MR p. What sort of a’ agent ? 

MISS p. It’s confidential — or financial p’raps. 

MR p. He’s kiddin’ yer. 

MRS P. Do they work at night ? 

MISS P. I’ve always understood that Rothschilds and people 
like that did this business at parties — on the quiet. 

MR p. Bosh I 

MISS p. Oh, very well. Pa. 

[mess p. settks to btr ps/^k. mrs p. darns stolidly, mr p. 
returns to the paper. A short pause. 

MRS p. Well, it’s too late for the movies now. 

miss p. Ah I That’s it. [She finds the missing bit, 

MRS p. What’s in the paper. Pa ? 

MR p. There’s a Cabinet crisis. 

MRS p. Isn’t there anythin’ interestin’ ? 

MR p. ’Ere’s a child stole a shillin’ an’ swallowed it P escape 
detection. 

MRS p. Poor thing I 

MR p. ’Ere I Is this more in your line ? Great Jewel Robbery 1 
The Grand Cham’s Diamond missing. 

MRS p. Eh I What’s that ? 

MISS p. Who is the Grand Cham ? 

MR p. ’E’s — one of them Eastern potentates. ’E’s been 
stayin’ at the Majestic Hotel. The diamond was taken out of 
the settin’ and a walnut substituted. 

MRS P. A walnut I It must be a whopper. 

MISS p. Why did they substitute a walnut ? 

MR p. You must substitute somethin’. 

MISS p. Why ? 

MR p. I don’t know. They always do. The brightest treasure 
of the East. Not the slightest trace. Supposed Asiatic gang. 
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MR p. I say I 

MISS p. What is it ? What is it ? 

MRS p. Give it me, Polly. \Sbi grabs it, 

MR p. Hold it up to the light. 

MISS p. Why 1 What can it be ? 

MRS p. [relinquishing it to her husband\. Nonsense I Nonsense I 
goes back to her chair and begins to fumble with her 
darning. She is greatly agitated. 

MR p. It’s a rum thing, this is. 

MISS p. Eh 1 Isn’t it beautiful ? 

MR p. It might be a 

MISS p. Diamond ? 

MR p. Nonsense I 

MRS p. [rushing forwari\. Hide it 1 

[She seie(es the diamond and looks about the room. 
MISS p. Why I What d’ y’ mean, Ma ? 

MRS p. It’s it. 

MR p. [feebly]. What’s it ? 

MRS p. You know. 

MR p. What — what — what rubbish ! The idea I 
MRS p, [looking at it in her palm]. It’s the Grand Cham’s 
dimond. 

MR P. Then it’s dangerous. 

MRS p. Never mind that. 

MISS p. What shall we do ? [She begins to whimper. 

MRS p. Stop that, Polly. 

MR p. P’raps we’d better look out for a policeman. 

MRS p. No. 

MR P. If it is it we’re not safe. 

MRS p. I don’t care. 

MR p. But what d’ y’ want to do ? 

MRS p. Here I Let’s put it inside the clock. [She opens the 
back of the clock and crams it in.] Now I 
MR P. What are y’ up to, Ma ? 

MISS p. I wish you’d throw it out in the street again- 
MRS p. No, no. 

MR P. But what are y’ up to ? 



Mns r. It’s come to us, this ’as. We’ll stick to it if see c.in. 

MR r. Bvst 

MISS r. Oh, Ma 1 

MRS r. Tl'.cy may not find the ’ousc again. Tlicy’rc all alike 
in this street. 

MR r. Tliere’s th.e hrol.cn v.indou-. 

vtRS r. Ixt’s *nvc the hits of glass out. Tlicn it won’t be 
noticed. 

[J/.' ptrrs cui ir.to !h strttt. Tier, sir lexir.s te pluck tie 
jrcT^r-.fr.ts tj Irehr, ^Isss fren tie virdez', Sle vir.ees 
cr.l Ikhs her freer. 

MR r. You’ve ait youticlf now. 

stRS r. Never mind that. Polly, pick all the bits olT the floor. 
Don’t leave a tr.icc. ISle I'uks her freer. rot-i-V deps. 

MR r, N'osv, what’s .all this about .- 
jtiss p. ffs the fc'r\. I dunno what's come over ’cr. 

MRS p. ’lire, Polly, look alive. ’Avc y’ got ’em all ? 

MISS p. All I can find. 

).fRS p. Drat it I A bit’s fallen outside. Go out and pick it 
up, Pa. No ; p’raps better not. 

S!R p. I..ook here 1 Wh.it’s y’rc game ? 

MRS P. Give here I [She teehj ell tie fr.'.e^reer.ts tepetler erd puts 
then ur,ier tie sofs aislkr. She leeks reur.l tie rctre, listers et tie 
eirdez- ard returr.s to I er dzrr.ir.ef\ If anyone comes, mind wc know 
nothin’ about it. 

S!R p. It depends 'oo comes, doesn’t it ? 

MRS p. No. 

stR p. It might be the police. 

MRS P. Never mind the police. 

.MR p. Wliy 1 What d’ y’ mean ? Wliat do y’ mean ? 

MRS p. It’s the chanct of a lifetime. We’ll take it. 

MISS p. Oh, Ma 1 
MR p. Look ’ere 

MRS p. It’s come to us. It might a’ bin the answer to a prayer. 
MR p. Was it ? 

MRS p. Not cxactl)', but I’ve been thinking a lot. 

MR p. More likely the devil. 
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MRS p. There’s no such thing. Y’r tali-Jn’ nonsense. 

MR p. No devil. Then is there God ? 

MRS p. Tlierc m.iy be. *E may ’av sent it. 

MR p. It’s awful talk, this. 

MISS p. Why I What could you do with it ? 

.MRS p. Chop it up and sell it. 

MR p. Where ? 

MRS p. In South America. 

MR p. Good 'cavens 1 

MISS p. Ma, how can you ? 

MR p. 'Avc y’ took lc,avc of y’r senses ? 

MRS P. Yes, if y’ like. 

MR P. Well, I’ve ’card tell as women aren’t honest like men 
and now I know it. 

MRS P. ’Ow do I know you’re honest ? 

MR p. I’ve never a took a thing in my life. I’ve a record, 
’aven’t I ? 

MRS p. I dcssay. I dunno. I won’t give it up. I won’t. I 
won’t. So there 1 

MR p. ’Ow can y’ ’clp it ? 

MRS p. I’ve sat there darnin’ and mendin’, waidn’ and dozin’ 
till I’m tired. I’ve never ’ad a go at anytliin’. The chanct ’as 
come. 

MISS p. I did think you were honest, Ma. 

MRS p. Honest 1 It’s ours. 

MR p. ’Ow can it be ? 

MRS p. ’Oo’s is it ? 

MR p. Why 1 That Grand Cham’s. 

MRS p. An’ ’ow did ’c get it ? ’E’s a tyrant. ’E stole it o0 
some nigger. Now it’s come to me. It’s mine. It’s mine as 
much as anyone’s. It’s come like a miracle. 

MISS p. But you can’t keep it. 

MR p. Y’r ma amazes me. 

MRS p. First thing in the mornin’ y’U get a list o’ them ships 
sailin’ for South America. 

MISS p. Oh, Ma 1 Ma 1 

MR P. She’s off ’er chump. 
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MRS p. FU go alone if -f like. 

MR p. IFs dangerous. It’s dangerous. There rnajr he a 
revolver levelled at y’ norr. 

MRS p. I don’t care. 

MR p. I never knesv she vras like this, 

MISS ?. South America ? Where ? 

MRS p. T” shall ’ave jtvels and dresse-: no end, P^J/y, 

MISS F. Don’t, hla. 
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MR P. \fnhh i'iiiitirinf]. Nov.- v.-lut’5 all this ? 

Mj« r. Oil, iS!a 1 
jtas p. Shut up I 

STRANGi’.R. I'm jotty to intnidc, «ir, hut I’ve lott jorr.cthinp 
in your room. 

HRS p. What nonsense I 'Ow could ycr ? 

STRANGRR. As I luvc told this lady, my little boy 

MRS p. \Xnicrc is 'c ? 

STRAKGr.R [fa jfR p.], Ilis favourite glass marble. He pre- 
tended to throw it. It slipped from Ids hand and, I am sorry to 
say, went through your window. I apologise and shall be glad 



to pay. Please give me the — marble at once. Where is it ? 
I’ve no time to lose, 

MRS p. Wliere’s the boy ? 

STRAKGER. He’s just round the corner. 

MRS p. D’ y* expect us to believe that tale ? 

STRANGER [vitb a flash of r:cr.ace\ You’d better. [To MR p.] 
Now, sir I 

MR p. It’s a bit thick, y’ know ; I mean thin. 

STRANGER. It will havc to do. No trifling. Come 1 

[Hr is looking clout ih: rcotr., bating cursorily glanced at the 
floor. He strides to the vindov and pulls dovn the blind. 
MRS p. None o’ y’r liberties here. Get out I 
MR p. ’Ere, y’ know I [Aside to mrs p.] Ma, I don’t like it. 
STRANGER. The dcvil I Where’s the glass ? 

MRS p. What glass ? 

STRANGER. The pane’s gone. You see 1 I knew this was 
the house. 

MRS p. That’s easy explained. 

MISS p. Oh, Ma I Tell him and 

MRS p. Of course I’ll tell ’im. [J'H menaces .’.nss p. surrepti- 
tiouslyi\ It’s my daughter’s new-fangled ideas of ventilation. She 
would ’ave it so. It’s been that way a fortnight. No — let’s see 
— to-day’s Tuesday. Nigh on a month. 

STRANGER. Damnation I Where is it I Where’s the diamond ? 
MRS p. [pitb a shriek of exultation\. The diamond ! 

STRANGER. Yes, Ict mc tell you then. Your lives arc in 
danger. You’ve got the Grand Cham’s diamond. 

MR p. ’Ow did it get ’ere ? 

STRANGER. Thc thief was pursued. He threw it in. 

MR p. [ querulously]. Why did ’c throw it in ’ere ? 

STRANGER. Don’t be a fool. 

MRS p. An ’oo arc you ? 

STRANGER. I am — the Grand Cham’s representative. 

MRS p. Prove it. 

STRANGER. Enough of this. 

[He draws a revolver, jnss p. shrieks, mr p. recoils and 
edges away, mrs p. stands firm. 
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14Z 

Mn r. Ma I ^^a I 

STOANT.r.p. Irti/i/'!’!/, th butt ej ftt rnthtr er. ih fehlt\. Where 
15 i( ? 

vins p. ril tcl! ycr. 

'.TP.ANcnn. At once. 

«K5 p. I’ve swallcrctl it. 

r.TPANGr.n { prtatlj iHucn/xjtri!]. Wliat f 

MRS p. It went down .as easy as a oyster. 

STRANOr.R. Swallowed it I You’re joV.in^r; 1 
jtp.s p. No. I /;ot the idea out of the evenin' paper. Where 
is it. Pa ? ’Ere. " Osild swallows Shillin’. Curious Cate.” 
STRA.NGRR [ta tht cthfrj]. Is this true ? 
sflss p. Oh, I don’t know. 

MR p. Y’ see, I was asleep. 
stPkAN’CI'.r. Asleep 1 
MR p. Wasn’t I, Mother ? 

MRS p. ’E’d sleep through anythin'. 

STRA.s'cr.p,. D' you mean to say ? Wtierc is it ? 

MR.S p. I’ve just told ycr 

STRA-SGRR. On your oath 

MRS p. O.ith 1 D' y’ doubt the word of a lady ? 

STP-ANGER. Then — d’ you feel it — I mean — whereabouts is it 
now ? 

MRS p. I don’t think th.at’s a question a gentleman ’d asln 
STP.A.SGr.R, Kites of hell 1 You’ll have to be cut open. 

MRS p. Nay, I won’t. 

STRANGER {to kinstif]. Cremation ? Would it melt the 
diamond ? 

MRS p. I won’t be cremated. Tlicrc ! Y’ ’vc to get the 
deceased's consent. I’m goin’ to be buried when my time 
comes. 

STRANGER [pacing about in agitation s'hile MRS P. controls tit ctktrs 
bj nods and tuinks]. What’s to be done ? An emetic ? 

MRS p. You’d better go ’omc an’ say it’s lost. 

STRANGER. Unluppy Woman I Do you understand that your 
life is a trifle, a pawn in the game ? 

MRS P. Pawn I Yes, an’ y* can’t get it out without the ticket. 
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STRAKGER. It’s impossible. It can’t be. [He tftms on tbi 
others]. The truth 1 Did she s-a’aHow it ? If she did, she dies. 

MISS p. Oh, no, no. She didn’t. 

MRS p. You silly 1 

MISS p. Oh, Ma 1 

MRP. Ma, Ma, -what can we do ? 

MRS p. Y’ can ’old y’r tongues. Y*! no ’clp at all. 

STRANGER. What foUy this is I What can you do with it ? 
That diamond means death to you. Death I Destruction 1 You 
haven’t a chance of keeping it. You’re mad. Your lives now 
arc not worth a minute’s purchase. 

snss p. Give it up, Ma. I’ll tell you where it is. It’s 

MRS p. [in a terrible voice]. Stop I 

MR p. What can you do, Ma ? Chuck it I Chuck it I 

MRS p. ’E don’t bluff me. ’E’s in a great ’urry. I believe ’c’s 
the thief. 

STRANGER. Thousand devils I We’re wasting time. [He looks 
at the clock and then plucks out bis vateb.] Y our clock’s slow. It’s 
stopped. It was that time when I came in. 

MISS p. Tell him. Tell him. 

MR p. Oh, chuck it ! 

STRANGER [perceiving that be is getting ‘ varns ’]. What stopped 
the clock ? 

MISS p. [hpstericallj]. Give it ’im. 

MRS p. Polly, I’m ashamed of ycr. 

[A face appears at the nindov, but tbej do not see tt. 

STRANGER. Is it thcrc ? 

[He snakes for the clock, and mrs p. throws herself in front. 

MRS p. No, it’s not ; and f shan’t meddle with my furniture. 

STRANGER [pointing the revolver at her]. Move aside ! 

MRS p. Move aside ycrself. 

STRANGER [be besitates, then turns the revolver on miss p.]. Is it 
thcrc ? Quick I 

[miss p, shrieks, a hand with a revolver in it is thrust through 
she empty pane, the revolver is fired, the stranger drops 
bis, stamps, ctcrscs, attd wrings bis bands. A man opens 
tbs window-sasb and springs into the room. 
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MISS p. Albert 1 

MRS p. What 1 It’s Albert. 

[The STRANGER rusbes to the switch and turns off the light. 
Darkness, shouting, and confusion. The light is turned on. 
The furniture is disarranged, the stranger and the clock 
have gone, the others are distributed about the room, mrs p. 
sitting in the chair she first occupied. 

ALBERT. Who’s gOt it ? 

MR p. He’s gone. 

miss p. Oh 1 Albert 1 

ALBERT. Where’s the diamond ? 

MR p. It was in the clock. 

miss p. Oh 1 Albert 1 

ALBERT. The clock ? Where is it ? 

miss p. Oh 1 Albert 1 

MR p. ’E’s taken it. ’E’s got the clock. 

MRS p. Nay, ’e ’asn’t. 

produces the clock from under her petticoats. 
MR p. Well, I’m blowed 1 
MISS V. Oh, Ma I 

ALBERT. 'W^t is it ? Have you got it ? 

MRS p. I’ve got it right enough. 

[She carries the clock to the chimnejpiece, opens it, and takes 
out the diamond. 

Will that gentleman come back ? 

ALBERT. No, he won’t. 

MRS p. How d’ Y know ? 

ALBERT. I know. 

MRS p. Polly, just put that blind back, will yer ? I don’t like 
bein’ too public. 

MISS p. Oh 1 I daren’t. 

ALBERT. Now, ma’am, give it to me. 

MRS p. Eh ? 

ALBERT. Let’s have it. Quick. 

MRS p. Where d’ you come in, Albert ? 

ALBERT. Come on. This’ll be the making o’ me. 

MRS p. O’ me too, I 'ope. But ’adn’t we all better he movin’ ? 
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inss p. Where to, hla ? 

iiRS P. Out at the back door. Pack a few things in a hag. 

ALBERT. Wliat arc y’ up to ? Wfaad y’r mean ? 

MRS p. Now, Albert, there’s no time to make explanations. 
We’re all in at this, aren’t we ? 

ALBERT. WcU — in a way. But look here 

MRS p. South Amcrici’s the place, isn’t it ? D’ y’ know 
anythin’ o’ tlic sailin’s ? Or 'ad we better cross to France ? 
Better take the midnight train somewhere. 

ALBERT. Has she gone dotty ? 

MRS p. y’r all asleep. Come on, Polly. A few tilings in a 
bag. Now, Pa. Better put this light out ’praps. Is the front 
door shut ? Look at the time-table. Pa. 

[J'/’r u r:a}dr.g for tbt door zi:in ALBERT inUrcepts her. 

ALBERT. Give me the diamond. I dunno what y’r talkin’ 
about 

MRS p. Nay, I stick to this. 

ALBERT, you can’t I What nonsense 1 Give it here 1 This 
job’s the making o’ me. Let’s have it. 

MRS P. Nay, it’s mine an’ I’ll stick to it. 

ALBERT, y^ours I 

MRS p. Yes. Dimonds like tliis belongs to them as can get 
’em. Nobody’s honest with tilings like this. I got it an’ f shall 
all share. But it’s mine. It’s mine. Eh I It’s a beauty. I’d 
stick to this if ail the p’licc in London was after me. 

ALBERT. Y’d do what ? 

MRS p. Ay, an’ Scothnd Yard too. 

ALBERT. Bah I Pm Scotland Yard. 

MRS p. What I 

MISS p. Oh I Albert 1 

ALBERT. Didn’t y’ know ? Didn’t y’ guess ? Didn’t y* 
undcrsCind ? What did f take me for ? 

MRS p. D’y mean to say ? 

ALBERT. I mean t’ say it’s 'igh time I was on my way back 
with this diamond. The gang’s all rounded up by this time. 

sttss p. The gang ? 

MR p. That feller was one of ’em, then ? Where is he ? 

K 
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ALBERT. He was copped when he left ’ere. Y’ didn’t know 
y’r ’ouse was surrounded. 

MRS p. But ’ow did the dimond come ’ere ? ’Oo threw it in ? 

ALBERT. I did. 

MISS p. You 1 

MR p. You did I 

ALBERT. I did that. 

MR p. Why ? 

ALBERT. Becos they were after me. I was a dead man if I 
stuck to it then. I threw it in ’ere to gain time and knowin’ the 
’ouse. 

MISS p. Well, I never I 

ALBERT. They’re a desp’rate lot. 

MR p. It’s all most unusual. Never since I’ve been an ’ouse- 
'older ’ave I 

MISS p. Oh, Albert I You might ’ave told me. 

ALBERT. I ’ad my reasons. 

MRS P. Y’r a detective, then ? 

ALBERT. I am that. So let’s ’ave it. I tell yerl must 
be off. 

MRS P. [bolding up the diamond^ but away from him]. Look at it, 
Albert I 

ALBERT. I see it. 

MRS p. Can y’ be honest ? Look at it I 

ALBERT. She’s off ’er chump. 

MR p. She doesn’t reely mean it. I’ve borne a ’igh character 
all my life. 

MRS P. [passionately]. It’s my dimond. 

MISS P. I’m ashamed of my ma. 

MR p. My employers ’as always put the utmost confidence 
in me. 

ALBERT. What’s she up to ? Now, ma’am, you’ll just ’and 
that over or 

MRS p. Or ? 

ALBERT [he produces a whistle]. I wouldn’t ’andle yer myself. 

MRS p. That’s it, is it ? 

ALBERT. That’s it. 
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THREAD O’ SCARLET » 

A PLAY IN ONE ACT 
By J. J. Bell 

J. J. Bell, remembered as a prolific and versatile author, made 
his name with humorous stupes of Scottish character like IFm 
Macgregor, Courtin' Christina, and many others ; but it is a great 
mistake to imagine that he confined himself to stories in this 
vein. He wrote some excellent sea-stories (like The Whaler), 
and might easily have won fame as another Conrad rather than 
as another Jacobs. Like W. W. Jacobs, too, he wrote some 
powerful stories, and some of the best examples of his work 
may be found in Some Plain — Some Coloured. 

“ Thread o’ Scarlet ” is a grim play, intensely dramatic, and 
(like Lord Dunsany’s “ A Night at an Inn ”) was written at a 
sitting, between ten o’clock at night and four o’clock in the 
morning. 


r An acting fee is payable on each and every peil'ormance, graded accord- 
ing to the size of the ball in -which the performance is to take place. The 
acting rights of this play are controlled by Thomas Nelson and Sons, Ltd, 
Parkside Works, Edinburgh 9. Applications regarding performances in 
America should be addressed to Mr Le Roy Phillips, 41 Winter Street, 
Boston, Massachusetts, U.S.A. 
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THREAD O’ SCARLET 
CHARACTERS 

MiGSWORTH 1 

Smith j- village tradesmen 

Butters J 
Landlord of Inn 
Breen, an odd-job man 
A Traveller 

Scene : Smoke-room of a small village inn, some eight miles from 
the county tonm. Lsnu ceiling. Broad vjndon> with screens L. 
Fire R., ruddy embers. Door opening on passage at back. 
Barely furnished. Several small tables vitb their complements oj 
chairs. Crude old-fashioned oleographs on vails. Bell-rope at side 
of fireplace. An evening in Febrmiy, about twenty minutes from 
closing time. A bitter wind is blowing outside, coming in squalls, 
with blatters of sleet against the window. 

Tuce : The present. 

iHGS'WORTH, SMITH, and BUTTERS are seated at a table, tankards 
before them, iugsworth, who fancies himself a bit superior 
intellectually, and smith, a genial, rather stupid person, are 
interested in what is passing at back, butters appears sunk in 
bis own thoughts ; he is a big, heavy man ; throughout the play be 
has a semi-denied look. The door is open ; the landlord is 
standing in the entrance as if to block it, and breen is seen in the 
passage beyond. 

LANDLORD [/« tone of finality\. No, Air Breen, I can’t serve ye, 
and my advice to you is to go home, and to bed I 

BREEN. Haven’t I told ye, ye’ll get the money in the momin’ ? 
LANDLORD. Quite so. But that’s not my point. I’ve got a 

licence to lose. In other -words 

BREEN. Come on, gimme a bottle o’ whisky ! 
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LANDLORD. No I Ye’vc had enough. 

BREEN. Damn ye 1 [Goes out. 

[His footfalls are heard going down passage, steadily, and then 
the slam of the front door. The landlord, wiping his 
brow, comes into the room. 

MIGSWORTH. Quite right, Mr Flett. He’s had more’n enough. 

SMITH. Queer, though, how steady he walks 1 Don’t he, 
Butters ? 

BUTTERS [as one awakening. Who ? Oh, Breen 1 I’m sick o’ 
Breen. Never out o’ my shop spyin’ around and tryin’ to get 
somethin’ for nothin’. Was there to-night when I was closin’. 
Had to turn him out. {Relapses. 

LANDLORD. ’Tis his head, not his legs, that takes it all. To 
tell the truth, gentlemen, I’m afraid — not of, but for him. 
Trade’s rotten bad, the Lord knows, but I swear I’d sooner 
be without Breen’s custom. He’s been hard at it for a 
solid month, and gettin’ worse every day. Can’t think 
when or where he earns the money. — But you rang, 
gentlemen. 

MiGSWORTH [with 0 Wave towards tankards]. Same again, please. 

[landlord makes to collect tankards. 

BUTTERS [as if waking. No mote for me. Must be goin’ 
home. 

MIGSWORTH. Tut I ye need another. We all do, after what 
we’ve gone through to-day. [butters lets his tankard go. 

And mind ye, Mr Flett, I don’t wonder at Breen goin’ it hard 
after all he's gone through — ^lost his only friend. Both shiftless 
chaps, but 

LANDLORD. Ttuc, truc, Mr Migsworth. Still, I prefer to see 
a man drownin’ his sorrows in moderation. 

[Goes out with tankards. 

MIGSWORTH. Ah, what a day. Longest I’ve ever known. 

SMITH. Not so long as last night must ha’ been to Jacob 
Forge, 

BUTTERS [without raising his bead]. Last night — oh, my soul I 

[His friends glance at him. 

SMITH Aye, ye must ha’ felt it. Butters, havin’ been on the 
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jury. Always wondered why ye didn’t get out o’ that. I 
believe ye could. [Mart cburfuUj] And yet, here’s the three 
o’ us, sittin’ round this table for close on three hours, chartin’ 
about ’most everything but the thing we’re thinkin ’on. 

MiGSWORTH. Well, as two single men and a widower without 
offspring {rods ct butters], ’twouldn’t be natural to sit alone in 
our houses, dumb, and thinkin’ o’ Jacob Forge, our neighbour — 
that was. I couldn’t do it. 

ssoTH [/n c burst of enotia:]. Oh, oh, to think that at eight 
o’clock this blessed — I mean cursed — mornin’ Jacob Forge was 

hanged by — by the neck until he was 

(butters rra/its a fluttering gesture of protest. 

sneswoRTH. ’Sh I No need for to go into details, Mr Smith. 
Forge has paid the penalty o’ his crime, havin’ been found guilty 
by a jury o’ good men and true, includin’ our friend and neigh- 
bour here, William Butters, who 

BUTTERS [sitting up\. I must be gettin’ home. ’Tis on my 
mind that I left the keys o’ my safe on the counter and 
didn’t lock up anything properly. Was too upset. 

[Half rises and subsides. 

JiiiGSwoRTH. Don’t you worry, Mr Butters. Your property’s 
all right. Aye, we may pity Jacob Forge, though none o’ 
us liked him ; but we know he had a fair trial and full 
justice. Not that I’d ever ha’ dreamed o’ him bein’ a 
murd 

BUTTERS. Don’t say it 1 'Tis too awful. Jacob was a strange 

man, and yet [Pause.] And, of course, we found him 

guilty because o’ the evidence. 

SMITH. Of course I Because o’ the evidence 1 But, this 
mornin’, when I sec tlie black flag goin’ up — they did hoist it 
slow 1 — says to myself 

MIGSWORTH. Was JO// there ? 

SMITH. Aye ; I saw ye, too, all muffled up. ’Twas a cold 
mornin’, though. Was muffled up myself. And you, Mr 
Butters — I thought I saw ye, too. 

BUTTERS [hos’ing bis bead]. I went — to pray — to pray that the 
black flag — might never go up. Oh, my soul I 
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MiGSWORTH. Now, what do you mean by that ? 

[landlord enters. There is a short pause while be sets th 
tankards on the table. 

We’re talkin’ o’ the melancholy episode o’ this mornin’, Mi 
Flett. [-Lay-f money on table. 

LANDLORD. Ah, yes, yes. Very shockin’ to be sure, very 
shockin’. [Taking money] Thank ’ee, sir. I understood from 
his remarks that Mr Breen had been there. 

SMITH. What? Him? 

MiGSWORTH. How could hc ? — his only friend bein’ hanged 1 

LANDLORD. He was talkin’ o’ puttin’ a knife in the judge that 
sentenced Forge — and poisonin’ aU the jury I 

SMITH. That’s awful I He must be goin’ crazy. 

MIGSWORTH [sagely]. When a man takes to Scotch, he’s done 1 

SMITH [with an attempt at humour]. Beggin’ your pardon — but 
judgin’ from Mister Breen’s case, I should say he’s never done i 

MIGSWORTH. Oh, very good, very good 1 [Laughs discreetly. 

BUTTERS [shuddering. What if Breen is right ? 

MIGSWORTH. Right? 

BUTTERS. About the judge. And what — what’s to happen to 
the judge and jury, if we was all wrong ? 

LANDLORD [periled]. What’s all this, Mr Butters ? 

[butters relapses without response. 

MIGSWORTH [confidentially]. Nerves, Mr Flett, just nerves. 

LANDLORD. I See, I SCO 1 And I knows a little about ’em, too. 
Fact is, I’m a bit that way at the moment. 

SMITH. How so ? [Eager to drink, nods to migsworth.J Good 
health 1 [Drinks. 

LANDLORD. Fve got a notion — a preminotion, if ye under- 
stand what I mean, gentlemen — that our unfortunate friend 
Breen’U come back to-night ; and I don’t like it. 

MIGSWORTH. Ye’ll have our support, Mr Flett — our moral 
support — in refusin’ him refreshment. 

LANDLOEJJ. Thank ’ee, sir, thank ’ee. I’m bound to refuse 
him. There’s my conscience to be considered 

SMITH. And your licence. Besides, most likely he’s got no 
money. 
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LANDLORD. True, Mr Smith. [Goes out. 

SMITH. Come away. Butters 1 This is real good beer — make 
ye sleep sound. 

BUTTERS if an’aket;it:f[. I saw Breen there tliis momin’. 
Our muflflin’s was nothin* to his. But I spied his face — my God, 
shall I ever forget his fece when the flag was goin’ up and 

SMITH [eagerly]. What was it like ? 

MiGSWORTH. ’Sh ! Mr Smith. Suppused with grief, no 
doubt I 

BUTTERS. ’Twas like a — a soul in torments. 

MIGSWORTH. Seems to have some decent feelin’s after all, 
though I have doubted it when seein’ him sittin’ there [points 
towards comer] night after night, drinkin’ on his own. [Drinks.] 
Shows how careful we should be in judgin’ our neighbours. 

SMITH [after a long pull]. Ah, well, maybe there was more real 
friendship ’twist him and Forge than we thought. They was 
both such terrible close chaps. [Motor horn is beard. 

Hullo, goin’ to stop here. [R/JW and goes to window.] hly 1 I 
don’t envy any man his car on a night like this I Black as hell ; 
sleet drivin’ well-nigh level ! Ugh I [Shivers.] Glad I haven’t 
far to go. 

[Starts back from a vivid flare of lightning, which is followed 
quickly by a frigbtftd thunder-clap. 

[butters, with a ay, leaps and subsides trembling. 

MIGSWORTH [with feigned coolness]. Bit unexpected at this 
season, wasn’t it ? Why, Mr Butters, ye’re lookin’ sickish 1 
No danger, ye know. 

BUTTERS [with emotion]. Oh, there’s somethin’ wrong in the 
world this night — some awful wickedness abroad — ^I’m feared 
to take the road nov' 

SMITH [returning to table]. Come, come, this w^on’t do at all ! 
Take a good sup o’ your beer. Give ye comfort. Ye should 
never ha’ gone to the bangin’ this mornin’. 

BUTTERS [still trembling]. I teU ye — ^in yon flash I saw Jacob 
Forge, and he was hung — hung on a scarlet tliread. 

[xnGSwoRTH and sjniH look at each other, 

inGSWORTH. Tut 1 Tut I 
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BUTTERS [frantically]. Nothin’ but a scarlet thread — and he 
was dead and starin’ and his head all sideways — sorter smilin’ 
to himself as if 

SMITH [in a gasp]. Smilin’ ! 

MiGswoRTH. Hush I 

[Door opens, traveller enters followed by landlord. 

TRAVELLER [impatiently as be removes dripping wraps]. Oh, this 
will do. Have a bedroom fired for me, and another for my 
man. But first let me have a double Scotch, some boiling 
water, sugar, and lemon. 

[Goes to fire and stands chafing bis bands. 

LANDLORD. Yes, sk. [Goes out. 

[A pause, during which migsworth and smith glance at the 
TRAVELLER and at each other, butters, chin on chest, 
takes no notice. There has been a lull in the storm, hut now 
comes a blast of wind with a violent blatter of bail. 

SMITH [starting. Lord, what’s that ? 

migsworth. Only hail. The thunder’s brought it down. 

[Ir about to address traveller. 

BUTTERS [dreamily]. Hung by a scarlet thread and smilin’ — 
smilin’ the smile o’ [voice almost fails] an innocent man 

SMITH [under bis breath]. Oh, I say 1 

MIGSWORTH [leaning over and patting butters’s shoulder]. Don’t 
you worry about it, old man. [Winking to smith] I doubt be 
must ha’ been loadin’ up before he came here. [Clears throat and 
addresses traveller] Terrible night, sk. 

traveller [turning]. Horrible 1 [Drily yet courteously] I hope 
1 am not intruding here. Only place with a fire going. 

iHGSWORTH. Not at all, sk. ’Tis a public room, and, if 'twas 
private, ye’d be welcome on such a night. 

TRAVELLER. Much obliged. I’m sure. [Takes chair at hearth. 
Yawns. Produces case and selects a cigarette. Lights up while 
MIGSWORTH and SMITH watcb him with interest!] There’s a village 
about here, isn’t there ? 

MIGSWORTH. Two, sk. Lowct Ashlcy and Upper Ashley. 
This inn is midway betwixt them. 

TRAVELLER. If you reside here, perhaps you can tell me 
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vrhcthcr the population includes a person — a man — •who is 
stone-deaf — possibly dumb also. 

xnGSWORTH. Oh, no, sir. 

sxnTH [boptfiiIIJ\. But we’ve got a paralytic, sir. 

TRAX'ELi.ER. H’m I This man was apparently bound for one 
of the Ashleys, and he gave my chaulfeur and me the nerve-shock 
of our lives. 

[landlord tnttrs s-itb iray ; sets it cn snail table xt-bieb be 
places com'erier.tlj for tbe tra-veller. 

uiGSwoRTH [respectfully]. How was that, sir ? 

TRAN'ELLER [to LANDLORD]. Thanks. [While be nixes toddy] 
Well, in the midst of a blizzard, the lamps showed him walking 
in the middle of the road. We kept sounding the horn, but he 
paid no attention. We slowed and my man was going to risk 
the ditch, when the fellow stepped aside, and we carried on. 
Next moment he was back in the middle of the road. 

[Tbe LANDLORD, vbo has noved to tbe door, baits, listening. 
It was the nearest thing I Of course we braked hard, but I 
swear the bonnet touched him when the car stopped with a jerk 
that, I thought, had finished her — and then the fellow walked 
on without so much as turning his head. [^bps tod^. 

MiGSWORTH. My gracious 1 did ever one hear the like o’ 
that ? What did ye do, sir ? 

TRAVELLER. Shoutcd ou him to stop, but he paid no attention. 
I think he must have left the road soon after, for when we got 
going again — the car had suffered, you understand — there was 
no sign of him. [Savagelj] I’d like very much to get a word 
■with him 1 

MIGSWORTH. Sounds like a lunatic, sir. And ye never saw 
his face ? 

TRAVELLER. Nothing but his back. [J/^j.] A biggish man, 
in a long tarpaulin coat and a soft felt hat. 

SiHTH. Plenty o’ tarpaulins and soft felts — old ones — here- 
abouts. 

TRAVELLER. Hc had a heavy muSler coming above the coat- 
coUar as if to shield the back of his head. I noted it in the 
lamp-light — a scarlet muffler [smith starts as if shot. 
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MIGSWOP.TH [in a scrtccb]. A what 1 1 1 

LANDLonn [clutching edge of door, mutters], A scarlet muffler I 

[Slon'ly mrrrr.Hs comes cut of a drean. 

TRAVKLUJR. Ycs. Odd t35tc, no doubt, but so it was J 

say, what’s the matter with your friend ? [Indicates butters, 

MiGSwoRTii. Kindly excuse him, sir ; he’s had rather much. 

BUTTTRs \mutterhig\. Hung on a scarlet thread, he was, and 
smilin’ 

MIGSWORTII [sootbir.glj]. Come, come, old man I 

BUTTERS [as though not hearing, turns shvly to traveller crA 
extends sbaidng forefinger], 'Twas a ghost ye saw this night — 
the ghost o’ Jacob Forge that was hung for murder this 
mornin’ at Lakeford Jail. And he was hung on a thread 
o’ that same scarlet muffler — God rest his soul 1 

[Kelapses into dream, 

traveller [to MIGSWORTII]. I’m afraid all this is beyond me. 
Incidentally, I should say your friend is not suffering from any 
over-indulgence, but from some severe mental and nervous 
strain, 

SMITH [anticipating suGSWORTii]. ’Tis like enough, sir. Wilham 
Butters is a good man, and as honest as any grocer could be, in 
these hard times. Had his difficulties, he bad. But he should 
never ha’ gone to see the black flag hoisted this mornin*. Ye 
see, sir, he had the ill luck to be one o’ the jury that sent Jacob 
Forge, our neighbour, though not our friend, to the gallows, 
and he’s never got over it. Now he’s started sayin* to himself ; 
“ What if me and the judge was wrong ? ” 

traveller [nodding sympathetically]. And this Jacob Forge — 
and the scarlet muffler ? 

SMITH. Why, sir 

MiGSW^ORTH \tnterposin^. In the winter-time Jacob Forge 
always wore the scarlet muffler — he was well known by it, for 
there was nothin’ like it in Ashley. And on a dark nigh^ on the 
high toad, he murdered an old farmer cornin’ home from market 
wi’ a bag o’ money — near four hundred pounds — beat in his 
head wi’ a hammer, he did 1 

SMITH. I know that money-bag 1 Seen it often in my shop. 
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LANDLORD. Same here I Farmer Jukes never passed my 
door 

SMITH. And they found the hammer hid in Forge’s tool- 
house Tvi’ hlood and a grey hair or two on it. And they found 
three cheques belongin’ to tlic farmer there also ; but the bag 
o’ notes and cash they never found ; he must ha’ hid it too safe. 
And ’twas proved that he was needin’ money at the time. We 
all was, for that matter. Of course at the trial he denied every- 
thing ; said he was slcepin’ in his bed when it happened. 

MiGSWORTH. But it xvas the muffler did for liim 1 Though 
there was other evidence. He must ha’ hid it, too, or burned it, 
for ’twas never found — he swore he had lost it ; thought he 
had dropped it in one o’ the village shops, but couldn’t say 
which 

SMITH. But in the farmer’s nails they got a thread of it. The 
old man would be clawin’ at lus enemy, ye understand. So ’tis 
true enough that Jacob Forge was hung on a thread o’ scarlet. 

LANDLORD \takJng a step Jora'ard and clearing bis throat]. It 
should be told, sir, that, even after he was condemned. Forge 
always believed — or pretended he believed — that something 
would happen to save him. But [sba/dng bis bead] the black flag 
went up, sure enough, this mornin’ 1 I didn’t know Forge — he 
never came here — but I allow it has been a sorrowful day. 

[A clock is beard striking ten. 

TRAVELLER. Bound to cast a gloom over the place. Was this 
Forge married ? 

MIGSWORTH [getting in first]. No, sir ; and he had no friends 
exceptin’ a chap called Breen — another solitudinarian like him- 
self — who has unfortunately been tryin’ to drown his grief ever 
since — as Mr Flett there will confirm. 

LANDLORD. Too tTuc, sir, though I do my best to check him . 
[Takes out wateb ; to the three] Well, gentlemen, I’m real sorry, 
but the law must he obeyed. [ldgsworth empties his tankard. 

SMITH. Your clock’s fast. Considerin’ the day it’s been and 
considerin’ the night it is — hark to that blast 1 — ^Mr Migsworth 
and me ought to have one more. We’ll take it standin’ if ye like. 

[Empties bis tankard. 
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EANDLoivi) \hotding{ip cvi/fZr]. Correct time’s here, gcntlcmca 
Sorry, very sorrj', indeed 1 

{Th^ rise rductontlj. migswoeth is about to aro:>st eutters. 

TRAVELLER. Pcrhsps you gentlemen will give me your com- 
pany for a little longer. \Tbty smile delightedly]. Right I Two 
pints. Landlord. 

LANDLORD. Vciy good Sir, If ye’ll excuse me. I’ll lock up 
first. [Goes cut. 

SMITH. ’Tis too kind. 

MiGSWORTH [in bis best manner]. I am deeply obliged. 

[Tbej sit. 

TRAVELLER. Not at all. But what about your friend ? 

MIGSWORTH. Best not disturb him, sir. Mr Smith and me 
will see him home in due season. He should never ha’ been 
on the jury. 

TRAVELLER [lighting fresb cigarette]. What do you two gentle- 
men think about your friend’s ghost theory ? 

MIGSWORTH. Well, sir, personally, I don’t believe in ghosts 
as a general rule 

siHTH. Nor me — ever 1 

MIGSWORTH. All the same, I’d swear there’s not a livin’ man 
within twenty miles o’ Ashley would wear a scarlet muffler 
now 

SSHTH. Hadn’t thought o’ that. [Suddenly listening, bolds up 
band.] I say, there’s somebody cornin’ in. 

[Disturbance outside ; altercation, landlord’s voice ; “ No, 
no, I can't have it. After ten, you know I ” 

MIGSWORTH. Oh, Lord i I do believe ’tis Breen come back. 

TRAVELLER. Brccn ? — the friend of the murd — the dead man ? 

MIGSWORTH. Yes, sir ; and I’m afraid it means trouble for 
Flett. Of course Flctt can't serve him now. 

[Altercation sounds nearer, breen cursing; landlord 
protesting or trying to soothe. 

Oh, damn it all, he’s coming in 1 Hope he won’t be unpleasant, 
sir. 

LANDLORD [outside]. Now, now, Mr Breen, don’t ye be unkind. 
Ye wouldn’t like me to lose my licence. IFs after hours and if 
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anyone saw ye cornin’ in Oh, why didn’t I lock the door 

on the stroke ? 

BREEN [ouiside\. Lemme pass 1 Fetch a bottle o’ whisky. I’ve 
got the money. Hear that ? All right, fetch it I 
LANDLORD. Stop, Stop, for the Lord’s sake 1 

[Sounds of a struggle. 

Well, well, if I let ye in for a minute, will ye promise not to ? 

Oh, dear I 

[breen enters, fining the door back on its binges, followed bj 
dismayed and dishevelled landlord. He wears a tar- 
paulin coat buttoned to tbe chin and streaming wet. He is 
batless. His face is dead white ; his eyes fixed and staring. 
He walks in a steady, mechanical fashion to a chair in tbe 
comer, bis usual place. Takes no notice of other occupants. 
Sits. 

LANDLORD [halting just inside door, apologetically]. Gentlemen, I 
couldn’t stop him. 

TRAVELLER [under bis breath]. Heavens, what a case 1 

[Beckons landlord. 

BREEN [staring at vacancy ; in a sing-sing voice]. A knife for the 
silly old judge and a bottle o’ whisky for me 1 

[landlord comes on tiptoe. 

TRAVELLER [whispering. Whatever happens, not a drop ! 
LANDLORD. Oh, never 1 [Whispering] But is he — is he drunk, 
sir ? 

TRAVELLER. Worse I He’s on the verge of — never mind. 
Go back to the door. Wait. Be ready. 

BREEN [without moving. Poison for the daft jury, and a bottle 
o’ whisky for me I 

[The TRAVELLER, gripping tbe arms of bis chair, leans forward, 
alert, watchful, sotth stares stupidly, butters seems 
to be coming out of bis dream. 

MiGSWORTH [with a cough, behind his band]. What about givin’ 
him some strong coffee, sir ? 

[traveller makes a siffj for silence. All is still in the 
room ,* but outside tbe wind rises to a shriek, and a g\st 
of hail strikes tbe window. 
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BREEN [as before]. Bottle o’ whisky 

[butters realizes presence of breen and sits quietly, g<U(ing, 
There comes a flash of lightning, a crackle of thunder. 
All start save breen- The wind falls with a sob. 
Silence. 

BREEN [as before]. Bottle o' whisky. [Then his expression 
changes as though another idea had entered his brain.] Money ! — 

want money 1 [hike an automaton he stands up. The two 

lowest buttons of the tarpaulin are undone, and drawing aside the skirt 
he gets at a pocket. Withdraws bis fist, stands rigid for a moment or 
two.] Money 1 [Flings handful of coins on the floor.] Money I — 
Whisky 1 [JVo one stirs. 

Not enough money ? Eh ? [Goes to pocket again. Fetches forth 
good-sized canvas bag.] Bottle o’ whisky ! [Flings bag with a crash 
at landlord’s feet.] There ! 

LANDLORD [recoiling in horror.] Oh, my good Godl The 
farmer's money-bag I 

[smith, clutching migsworth’s arm, points at bag, butters, 
his eyes starting, rises slowly and stands grasping chair- 
back. His lips move soundlessly. 

BREEN [his gaze fixed again]. Bottle o’ [Pause.] Bottle 

o’ [Longer pause.] Black flag — black flag— black 

[Slowly his mouth opens and shuts like that of a gasping 
fish. 

[traveller rises softly, sigiatling to landlord. The 
gasping stops abriiptly, the mouth remaining open, breen 
takes two mechanical steps forward. 

[The TRAVELLER sUps nearer, breen rises on bis toes. 

TRAVELLER [tO LANDLORD]. Quick 1 

[breen pitches forward. The traveller and landlord 
catch him. 

Here I — in my chair. Get off his coat. [Undoes coat, throws it 
open, exposing scarlet muffler round neck and across chestl] Why, it’s 
Ae man I nearly 

SMITH [»« a high falsetto]. Oh, oh, oh 1 — the farmer’s money- 
bag — and the scarlet muffler, too ! 

[migsworth puts bis hands to bis face. 



traveller. Quiet I 

[Lays bis ear to brehn’s heart — a pause — lifts a grave 
countenance 

[A silence, migsworth uncovers his face. 
BUTTERS \staggers forward, one hand to bis head, ihe other painting 
tbakilj]. Breen, ye damned thief, ye’ve been burglin’ my safe. 

[Realiv(es the significance of his words and stands petrified. 
[First the traveller, then migsworth, then smith, and 
LANDLORD recoil from him. 


CURTAIN 
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A PLAY ADAPTED FROM THE WATERLOO 
CHAPTERS OF “VANITY FAIR” 

By Olive Conyvat 

William Makepeace Thackeray was bom in i8ii and died 
in 1863. He was one of the finest writers of the nineteenth 
century, and his works include Pendemis, Hemy Esmond, The 
Newcomes, The Virginians ; but it was the publication of Vanity 
Fair in 1847-48 that brought him fame, 

Thackeray’s writing is characterized by a rich sense of humour 
and unaffected pathos ; he is essentially a manly writer, and with 
his sharp and stinging satire he is the natural enemy of hypocrisy 
and meanness. There is something about his fluid style and his 
air of impartiality which compels one to associate him with 
John Galsworthy, 

Thackeray wrote light verse, playful articles for Punch, and 
lectures on historical and literary subjects, but he made no 
serious attempt to become a dramatist. The Waterloo chapters 
of Vanity Fair, however, arc full of dramatic possibilities, and 
the following play by Miss Olive Conway has caught the whole 
spirit of the novel without spilling a drop. 

* Applications regarding amateur petfomnances of this play should be 
addressed to Messrs Samuel French, Ltd., i6 Southampton Street, Strand, 
London, W.C*, or to Mr Lc Roy Phillips, 41 Winter Street, Boston, 
Massachusetts, U.SA. 
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BECKY SHARP 
CHARACTERS 

RawdOK CRAV.t.ET 
Gkorge Osrorke 
Joseph Sedley 

Mrs Rayv'don Crayh-ey (Becky Sharp) 

Mrs George Osrornx (y\MEUA) 

hrussth, 1815 . ^ bottl. Ttf first sctr.t tahs place on 

June 16 , crj the second on the evening of the day of Water looy 
June iS. 

Character Descriptions from Thackircy 

BECKT. *' Small and slight in person ; pale, sandy-haired, and trith eyes 
habitually east doum : vbea they looked up Uicy xrcre very large, odd, and 
attnctivc." 

AUEXiA. " Her nose vras rather short than otherwise, and her checks a 
great deal too round and ted for a heroine, but her face blushed with rosy 
health and her lips with the freshest of smiles, and she had a pair of eyes 
which sparkled with the brightest and honestest good-humour, except 
indeed when they filled with tears, and that was a great deal too often." 

josmt. " A very stout, puffy man, in buckskins and Hessian boots, with 
several immense neckcloths that rose almost to his nose, with a red-striped 
waistcoat and an apple-green coat with steel buttons. . . . Twelve years 
older than his sister Amelia. He was in the East India Gsmpany’s Gvil 
Service," 

RAWDOS. “ A perfect and celebrated ‘ blood,* or dandy about town, was 
this young officer. ... He is a very huge young dandy. He is six feet 
high and speaks with a great voice, smd swears a great deal He has a dreadful 
reputation among the ladies." 

GEORGE. " He was twenty-three. He was a little wild ; how many 
young men are ; and don’t girls like a rake better than a milksop ? . . . 

* A goodish-Iooking fellow, with large black whiskers ? ’ said Gawley. 

* Enormous,' Miss Rebecca Sharp said, ‘ and enormously proud of them, I 
assure you.' " 
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Scene I : A sitting-room in a hotel at Brussels, 2 A.ii., June 16, 
1815. Table, piano, chairs, settee. C, door to corridor. L.door 
to bedroom. Curtained window R. 

Jt is immediately after the Ball. Stage empty on rise of curtain. 

Enter eawdon crawley, who turns up lamp and then looh ex- 
pectantly at door, becky enters, in ball dress, with bouquet, but 
only just comes in and then turns bach to door. 

BECKY. But come in. Captain Osborne. Do come in, Amelia, 
my sweetest, come in. [She brings av.zuk in. 

RAWDON [towards door, in which geoege osborne stands besitat- 
ing^. Why not, Osborne ? 

AMELIA. It is so late. Captain Crawley. 

[GEORGE is pulled in by rawdon, who closes door. 
BECKY. Late ? On such a night as this there is no such word 
as late. Oh, the ball 1 That perfect, perfect ball I I’ve danced 
till I'm exalted. 

ASfELiA. Yes. You triumphed, Becky. I 

BECKY. You preferred not to dance. Had you shown inclina- 
tion to dance, you would have danced as much as I. 

GEORGE. Some women have to refuse partners. Others don’t 
attract them. [lie is furious with amelu. 

AMELIA. George ! 

GEORGE. Oh, look at her ! No diamonds. No bouquet, 
AMELIA [quietly\. You did not buy me one, 

BECKY. It’s true her dress is not very distinguished, George. 
You must send her to my corsetilre. I’ll give you the 
address. 

GEORGE. Ah, it takes you to know what clothes arc, Mrs 
Crawley. Lord, your partners 1 Lord Bareacrcs, General Tufto, 
and . . , 

BECKY [bowing^. And you. Captain Osborne. 

GEORGE [getting out cigar]. I saw the Duke smile at you. 
BECKY [ecstatically]. The Duke 1 

AMELIA. I must go to bed, [george lights cigar. 

RAWDON. Oh, ridiculous, Mrs Osborne, Why, George and 
I have 
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BECKT. No, Rawdon. No gambling in my drawing-room, if 
you please, you naughty men. 

RAWDOK. I owe Osborne his revenge. 

GEORGE. By Gad, he does, and everything succeeds with me 
to-night, too. I’ve been to the Duchess’ ball. I’ve danced with 
Becky, I’ve 

BECKY \e>:a^eratedly\. I forbid cards in my rooms. Captain 
Osborne. And you are smoldng, sir. 

GEORGE. Upon my word, I forgot. I forget everything 
to-night to throw cigar aw/^’]. 

BECKY. Don’t throw it away. Downstairs you can smoke 
with Rawdon. 

RAvmoN. Yes. I’d like a weed. Come along, Osborne. 

[GEORGE starts towards door. 

AMELIA. George I 

[He Zooks at her, hesitating, becky takes the cigar out of his 
hand ; be turns in wonderment to her. 

BECKY. To show that I forgive you. 

^be takes a puff and returtis it to him. 

GEORGE. Jove 1 Finest cigar I ever smoked in the world. 

[He ignores amelia. 

[rawdon puts band on George’s shoulder and takes him 
up C. Exeunt rawdon and george. 

BECKY. Amelia, oh, you poor dear, how tired you look 1 

AMELIA [indignantlj\. Tired 1 

BECKY. Yes, dear, I know you are not used to late hours, but 
1 could not let you go to bed without warning you. 

AimLiA. Warning me ? You 1 

BECKY. Oh, my dearest, do sit down. [Both sit on setteeZ\ You 
must listen to your Rebecca. You must. For God’s sake, 
child, stop your husband’s gambling or he will ruin himself. 
He and Rawdon are at cards every night. Why don’t you 
prevent it, you little careless creature ? Why don’t you 
come to us of an evening where you could exercise some 
control ? 

amelia. Could I ? 

BECKY. Well, I hope so. 
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AMELIA. Would you let me ? 

BECKY. I let you 1 

AMEUA. Rebecca, did I ever do you anything but kindness ? 

BECKY. Indeed, no. That is why I am so anxious to do you 
a kindness now. 

ASEELIA. By coming between my husband and me? By 
separating those whom God hath joined and taking my darling’s 
heart from me ? 

BECKY [rising. Oh, heavens I This is injustice. George has 
a weakness for play. I dare to mention it and you insinuate 
the most cruel things. Oh, Amelia I 

AMELIA [rising], ^^at have I done to you that you should 
try to take him from me ? 

BECKY. I ? Do I want him ? What qualities has he that I 
should find attractive ? True, he has heavenly feet. He danced 
divinely to-night, did he not ? 

AMELIA. How should I know ? He did not dance with me, 
his wife, 

BECKY, Dearest, isn’t that just what I warn you of ? 

AMELIA. Do you think I couldn’t sec it for myself ? 

BECKY, My dear, you can’t. You don’t. He danced with me. 
But why ? Not for my sake. Not because he admires me. I 
overheard him tell one of the dandies that I was the most 
distinguished woman at the ball, and when his friend said I was 
a neat little filly George protested such language was inappro- 
priate to a lady who was related to the Montmorencys. But 
George did not mean a word of it, my dear. It isn’t I who 
attract him. It’s my husband and those wicked, wicked cards. 
That is why George is amiable — not to me, not to your Rebecca. 
Oh, no 1 He is amiable to the wife of Captain Crawley because 
he wants to go on playing cards with Captain Crawley, and you 
do nothing to prevent it. Listen, Amelia. It isn't enough to 
have married a man. We women have to hold our husbands 
by what poor arts we can. Take your dress to-night. Would 
George have danced with me if your dress had compelled 
attention ? But, my child, it’s dowdy. It’s positively dowdy. 
And the reason ? George is too busy losing his guineas to my 
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husband to have any to spare for your dressmakers. Don’t you 
see how it all belongs together, how it is all, all George’s passion 
for cards ? 

AiiELiA, You deliberately sent them to play cards now. 

BECKT. Oh, the injury you do me 1 I sent them, I who 
forbade card-playing in my rooms I My dear, my husband’s 
weak. God forbid that I should speak an hi word of my 
Rawdon, but he is weak. He is always to be tempted. 
George tempts him and you will not prevent it. Amelia, 
do, do make an effort to prevent it. You have only been 
married six weeks to George : surely your hold on him 
is strong. And when we are at war, when our husbands 
are both about to march away and . . . and may not come 
back. 

AMELIA. Oh, Becky I [Cries in her arms. 

BECKT. There I There I They will return. Your . . . your 
brother is sthl in Brussels ? Dear Mr Joseph 1 

AMELIA. In this hotel. 

BECKT. So near? Ah, what a comfort he will be to us 
when our husbands are away. We weak women need a 
protector. 

AMELIA [releasing herself from beckt’s arms\ I think you have 
offended Joseph. 

BECKT. 1 1 Impossible 1 I have the greatest regard for 
him. 

AMELIA. When he is in the same hotel and you did not 
know it. 

BECKT. My society has been so military. 

AMELIA. Oh, your grand fi:iends I Too high for 

\Bugle sounds off. 

amelia. Becky I That means 

BECKT. Yes. [beckt stands erect., amelia clings to ber.l Yes. 

[Door C. opens violently. Enter Joseph sedlet, in dressing- 
gown. 

JOSEPH. Amelia I I’ve searched everywhere and I find you 
here 1 [Stiff}] Your servant, Mrs Crawley. 

BECKT [c//rtsying]. Dear Mr Joseph. 
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JOSEPH. You heard the bugles ? 

AMELIA, Yes. 

JOSEPH. I’d "word ten minutes since. They march at three. 

AMELIA, At three. Oh, heavens I And it is half-past two. 

JOSEPH. Yes. Where’s George ? It’s time he 

BECKY. With Captain Crawley. They will have heard. 

JOSEPH. Oh, I envy them. I’d give the world to be a soldici 
now. I’ve half a mind 

AMELIA. Joseph I When George must go, would you leave 
me too ? 

JOSEPH. I have seen a bit of service in India, you know. 
I’ve smelt powder, and 

AMELIA. Oh, don’t desert me, Joseph I 

JOSEPH. Pooh, my dear creature, there’s no danger. The 
Allies will finish Bonaparte and be in Paris in two months. 
rU dine you at the Palais Royal, by Jove. You don’t 
know miUtary affairs, my dear. We’ve got the Duke, 
haven’t we ? 

AMELIA. I think of George. 

JOSEPH. Damme, George is English. Do you think he’s 
frightened of any man, let alone a Frenchman ? Do you think 
he’ll thank you for pulling a long face when he’s riding out to 
victory ? 

\Cramophone, off R., plays “ The Girl I Left Behind Me” 
JOSEPH goes to window, throws back curtain. 

Why, there’s a regiment marching now. \Prances in step by 
window.] Yes, that’s the stride. Make mincemeat of them, boys, 

make mince Damme, the Duke. Amelia, it’s the Duke 

himself. [Salutes.] Oh, it’s hard on a man. It’s hard to be 
left behind. [Comes C. 

[BECKY goes to window and waves. 

BECKY [from window]. Oh, you men 1 You would sacrifice 
anjrthing for a pleasure. 

JOSEPH. My dear madam, I only said I should like to go, I 
didn’t say I was going. 

BECKY [coming to him]. You have noble inspirations, Mr 
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Scdlcy. But the protectorship of \feak -women, is not that 
also noble ? 

JOSEPH. Gad, you’re tight. I mustn’t let my inclinations get 
the better of me. I have my sister to care for. 

BECKT. Yes, and if ... if we have to fly, there -would be a 
little comer for me in your coach ? 

JOSEPH. Eh? Fly? 

AMELIA. Oh I 

JOSEPH \witb elaborate Yes, madam, in the case of so 

outrageous an improbability you shall have a corner in my coach. 

[beckt breathes a happy sigh. 
But to dream of such a thing is monstrous. Monstrous, madam, 
do you hear ? It’s un-English. It’s 

'Enter C. ea-wdon and george, both grave. 

RA-WDON. What is, Sedley ? 

JOSEPH [eyeing beckt indignantly^. Something, sir, that I will 
not even mention before you gentlemen. 

AMELIA [to GEORGE]. George ! 

GEORGE [ara round her'\. Amelia I Come. I must change. I 

must write to my father and you 

AMELIA. I -will pray, George. 

RA-WDON [atrtly\. Cut him some sandwiches while you pray, 
Mrs Osborne, and put some brandy in his flask and make him 
some coffee to drink before we start. 

AMELIA. But I 

BECKT. That’s good ad-sdee, 

GEORGE [taking her ouf\. Emmy. 

[JEvez/ff/ GEORGE and amelia. Joseph is following, but he 
hesitates. 

JOSEPH [turnin£^. Damn it, Crawley, you and I have differed. 
But there, man, there. [Offers hand.} Come through it 
sound. 

RA-WDON. [shaking]. I’U try. [£.•«/ Joseph. 

Fat elephant 1 

BECKY. Isn’t he? Had you time to do anything with 
Osborne ? 
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r.AWDOj;. Two hvindred. 
iiiiCKr. Good. 

KAV.'nos*. He played frantically artd I let him. I wa*. thi.nkin^ 
of you. 

intent. Of me ? 

nAwiKW [fJn'Tf rnvr). You*«l l>e!tcr take it now. 
nr.cnr. ilut, Flawdon.^ 

ft.AV.'nON’. My dear, we’re mardii.nj;. I'm a pretty pood 
mark for s '.hot. 
intent. Oh 1 

p-Awnos’. Vi'cll, if 1 drop 

mtCKt. You shan’t. 

RAwnos. l.<>o'i; here, I’d like to know thit before I do. 
You’a-c made life rliiTcrcr.t for me. I've never Ijeen jo h.appy 
as in the monttit of our marriape. Vt’hat did I do Ifefore ? 
Turf, rinp, lumtint;, pamblinp, and — I mipht as well jay it 
nosv — women. 'ITcn I married you, and damme. Bee, lawful 
matrimony w'ith you it ib.e finest sport on earth. It’s a bad 
thought for me tb.ai if I fall to-day I don’t leave you provided for. 
intent. You won’t fall, Rawrlon. 

rawikin. Well, let’s see what there is for you. [Sit: at /f.:i 
ef t.;h!f.] You’ve pot Osborne’s two hundred. Here’s my 
pocket-book. Another . . . yes — thirty. Take all tlat, Becky. 
If I’m hit you know I cost you nnthinp. (nr.cnt rr/rr.) Don’t 
cry, little woman. I may live to vex you. Now, the hones. I 
leave you two horses in the stables here. Ttierc’s the key. 
Good cattle, too. Say a hundred each. Tlietc’s ray dressing- 
case in there, cost rac two hundred — that is, I owe two hundred 
foe it. Pins, rings, watches. Put ’era all up the spout, ray 

dear. It’s a poor lot, but 

uncmr. You’re coming back. 

KAAsmoN. I’m going into battle and it’s no use blinking facts. 
[RrVf/.] ril change these clothes for the shabbiest uniform I’ve 

got. You can sell dicsc and [Le:h et cu.'.-A] Jove, I must 

hurry. 

BECKY, I must cut sandwiches and get brandy. 

RAWDON. I’ve brandy in there. 
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BECKT. Then sandveiches. [He shakes beai\ You told 
Amelia 

RAtviJON. I gave the fool an occupation. You’re sounder 
mettle. Will you prove that ? 

BECKT. Rawdon, I’ll do anything. 

RAVTDOS. It’s a big thing. Becky, if I’m going to my 
death, I’d like to go v-ith the sound of your singing in 
my cars. I’ll leave the bedroom door open while I change. 
Then I can hear and sec you. Becky, will you ? Can 
you ? 

BECKT \cor.trollir.g herself]. Yes. [rawdon kisses her. 

RAWDON. Gad, you have pluck. [JB-v/V L., leaving door open. 
[beckt arts strain ; as she plays notes at piano, she nearly 
collapses on keyboard; then recovers and sings a song 
through. 

RAWDON [returning in shahl^ uniforn]. I haven’t a moment. 
Becky, you’re wonderful. [Embraces her quickly and exit C. 

BECKT. Rawdon I [Lao fus at door, then at her dress.] And I . . . 
I’m in a ball dress. [TH begins to undo it and goes off L. 

[Drums and bugle off. 


CURTAIN 


Scene II : Curtain rises on the same scene. Early evening of feme 1 8. 

Windov-airtains drao'n. Table laid for three. 

Enter C. Joseph and amelia, Joseph in a heavily 
braided, half-military coat, carrying hat. 

AMELIA [comes in reluctantly]. Becky’s not here, Joseph. I’m 
sure I don’t want [Turning to door as if to go. 

JOSEPH. Rubbish, Amelia. You’ll stay where you’re invited 
and where you accepted. 

AMELIA. You accepted. 

JOSEPH. Did I ? Well, I’m in charge of you. Damme, girl, 
do you think I want to dine with Becky Sharp ? 

AMELIA. Then 
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JOSEPH. But I want to dim. I haven’t had a square meal since 
the troops marched away. 

AMELIA. Oh I [Handkerchief out. 

JOSEPH. Oh, Lord, she’s off again. There 1 There I Stupid 
of me to have reminded you. But why can’t you bear up better 
— ^like Becky ? 

AMELIA. I will try, Joseph. 

JOSEPH. Do. I’ve enough to worry me in a hotel full of 
caterwauling natives running about like frightened sheep. I’ll 
undertake to say it would take more than a war to upset a good 
English inn as this place is upset, I can’t get service. [Latkf 
at table.\ But Becky can. 

AMELIA. She speaks French so well. 

JOSEPH. French ! Damme, I swear at them in Hindustanee and 
I can’t get attention. 

AMELIA. No, Joseph. But then in Brussels they are not 
Hindus : they’re Belgians. 

JOSEPH. Lost all control of themselves because Boney’s 
near. [Snaps fingers impatiently^^ Where is Becky ? I’m 
hungry. 

"Enter nECKY L. 

BECKY [sn’imming to Af.rELiA and kissing bsr\. Dearest Amelia. 

, . . Oh, Mr Sedley, your coat ! 

JOSEPH. My coat, madam 1 It’s a very fine coat. 

BECKY. But braided. It’s like your moustache. So terrify- 
ingly martial. 

JOSEPH. It needn’t terrify you. 

BECKY. But it does. It tells me you arc going to join the 
army and leave us to our fate. 

JOSEPH. No, no. 

BECKY. Ah, but I know it. You are bent on plunging into 
the frenzied scene. 

JOSEPH [pulling moustache, flattered]. Haw — every man of spirit 
would. But my duty keeps me here. 

AMELIA. I am so greatly relieved. I thought you were 
deserting us just when our need of you is urgent. 
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JOSEPH. Urgent ? 

MCEUA. That bell. 

JOSEPH. Well? 

BECKT. I ring but no one sinsu’crs. [R//;^j.] Oh, I will tty 
again, but no one will conic. 

JOSEPH. You mean the servants . . . but that table, that laid 
table ? 

BECKT. A whited sepulchre. They laid it, then ran into 
the streets for news. Is it not dreadful when I have 
guests ? 

JOSEPH. There is no dinner ? 

BECKT. None. 

JOSEPH. Good heaven 1 

BECKT. Shops . . . shops atc open, Mr Joseph. But what 
can a woman do ? I can’t go out into those maddened streets of 
Brussels, and . . . and we women, we wives, we cry but we 
can’t cat tears. [Goes to a'Ai/cr.] See, just below, iJicrc is a 
shop open. 

JOSEPH. I will sec what I can do. \Gets bat. 

BECKT. Oh, what a thing it is to be a laan. If it were only 
bread and cheese. [At door C. 

JOSEPH. Bread and cheese I 

BECKT. And . . . and anything else you can procure. I Lave 
wine. [Exit joseph. beckt closes door. 

.VMELIA [accussn^lj], Becky, you 

BECKT. Do not be agitated, dear Amelia. Joseph will feed 
the hungry. 

AMELIA. Yes. TLat is why you invited us. You knew the 
servants had deserted. 

BECKT. When gentlemen take pleasure in obliging us, my 
sweet, it is our womanly duty to provide them with opportunities 
of serving us. 

AMELIA. Your womanly duty 1 Oh, you confess it I You 
arc using him. 

BECKY. Would you have us false to our husbands, Amelia ? 

AMELIA. What I 

BECKT. Did they not go away happy in the knowledge that 
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wc were protected by the lion-hearted Mr Joseph ? Oh, Amelia, 
you who have father, mother, brother, all I What can you 
know, how should you judge of the necessities of a poor friend- 
less orphan ? To grudge me the little kindnesses of Mr Joseph 1 
It was ungenerous of you. 

AMELIA. You always put me in the wrong. 

BECKY. My dearest friend thoughtlessly put herself in the 
wrong. Own that you were ungenerous, my darling, 

AMELIA [hesitates, then — Yes. 

BECKY [with a sly smile\. Ah. [She goes to table, takes up wine 
and corkscrew.^ [Sound of cannon off. 

AMELIA. What’s that ? 

BECKY. Oest le feu. 

AMELIA. Heaven defend us, it’s cannon. [She runs to window. 

BECKY [coolly uncorking bottle, pours\. Nearer. Much nearer 
than they were. 

{JOSEPH enters C,, in panic. He carries a long loaf and cheese 
and puts them on table. During the ensuing, becky calmly 
eats and drinks. 

[Sitting^ Oh, thank you, Mr Joseph. 

JOSEPH, Thank me? Good Gad, madam, the news in the 
patisserie I 

AMELIA [coming from window]. News 1 Joseph, what is it ? 

JOSEPH. Help me off with this coat quicL 

AMELIA. Your coat 1 

JOSEPH. Frogged. Braided in the military fashion. 

BECKY. So that people who did not look very closely might 
take you for a soldier, Mr Joseph, with your military figure and 
your fierce moustache and 

JOSEPH. The French have sworn not to give quarter to a 
single British soldier. 

BECKY. I have it ! Turn the coat inside out. 

JOSEPH. Lord, what a brain you have. Saved I Saved 1 
[turning sleeves, then putting it on], 

AMELIA. Saved from what ? What is the news ? 

JOSEPH. There was a Belgian hussar in the patisserie, fled 
from the field. The only man of his regiment, the rest aD 
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slain. He’s told me the most terrible news. We must fly 
for our lives. 

AMELIA. Fly I 

JOSEPH. The town’s in panic. They say the Duke’s a prisoner. 
The Belgians ran and 

AMELIA. And George ? Had the man seen George ? 

JOSEPH. No. But all’s over, Emmy. The French will be 
here in an hour. I won’t stop to be butchered by a Frenchman. 
Come. [Takes her wrist. 

AsfELiA. Without my husband, Joseph ? 

JOSEPH. Damn it, don’t you understand? The Allies are 
defeated. We must fly to Ghent and 

AMELIA. I shall await my husband. Alive or dead, he will 
come to me here. [Frees herself. 

JOSEPH. But Bonaparte is 

AMELIA. I am going to my room. 

[Exit AMELIA C., she closes door in his face. 

JOSEPH. Good-bye, then, and be 

BECKT [n'ho has risen and stands between him and doorl. Mr 
Joseph. 

JOSEPH. Oh, I’ve no time for you. [Pushing her, 

BECKT. No. But will you fly on wings ? 

JOSEPH. I’ve got my coach. 

BECKY. And horses ? And horses, Mr Joseph ? 

JOSEPH [backing from her"]. Good God 1 All the horses are 
with the army. 

BECKY. You’ll have to walk. But then, you’ll be quite safe 
now you’ve turned your coat. 

JOSEPH. Walk 1 A man of my habit walk 1 I’d pay a hundred 
pound for a horse. 

BECKY. The people who have horses in Brussels to-night are 
few. Few and so very, very fortunate. Is not that always 
the case when an article is scarce and there are many eager 
purchasers ? 

JOSEPH. Are there horses at all ? . Becky, if you know of any, 
where ? Where ? 

BECKY. Captain Crawley happened to leave two behind. 
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JOSEPH, Rawdon I Oh, what foresight I We arc saved, 
saved. Where arc they ? 
nncKY. Locked in the stable of this hotel. 

JOSEPH, And the key ? Quick ! Where’s the key ? 
nncKY. The key is where I have put it, Mr Scdicy, 

JOSEPH. Give it me. I’ll have them out at once and 

BECKY. Ch'e, Mr Scdicy ? Give ? Do you know I’ve just 
refused to sell to Lady Barc-acrcs at twelve hundred ? 

JOSEPH. You wanted them, yourself. 

BECKY [shaf jr.g bead]. I’m not going. 

JOSEPH. Not going ? But the French arc at the gates of 
Brussels. 

BECKY. If they arc, Mr Scdicy, I still don’t go, 

JOSEPH, Oh, you trust to their sparing women. But I shall 
get no quarter. I’m a m.an. 

BECKY. They will perceive it by — your coat. 

JOSEPH. Becky, Mrs Crawley, have you thought what may 
happen to women when the dastardly and brutal French reach 
Brussels ? 

BECKY. Arc you trying to frighten me ? Mr Scdicy, it was 
once said of Becky Sharp tliat she couldn’t be a bom woman of 
fashion : her French accent was too good. 

JOSEPH, Well ? 

BECKY [s’ilb gw///rr]. Well 1 
JOSEPH. You'd pretend to be French 1 

BECKY [piously], I should trust to God and to my taste in 
clothes, which is so unlike out dear Amelia’s. 

JOSEPH. But the horses ... for me. 

BECKY. I mentioned that Lady Barcacrcs offered twelve 
hundred. 

JOSEPH. Twelve hundred pound for a p.-ur of horses i 
[Cunningly] Oh, but she’d to drive. I’ll ride. One is enough 
for me. 

BECKY. Both or neither, Mr Scdicy. 

JOSEPH, Good God I Twelve hundred pound 1 
BECKY. That was what I had to refuse, even from a countess, 
in accordance with the commands of my dear husband. He 
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ordered me not to part with them for less than fifteen 
hundred. 

[JOSEPH makes a gesture ; be sits heavily on settee, beckt 
runs to windott). 

Ludj what’s that in the street ? 

JOSEPH [not moviiig\. What is it ? 

BECKY. How the people run. All in one direction. All away 
from Bonaparte. 

JOSEPH Fifteen hundred pound. 

BECKY [speaking from vindoTr\. It is no doubt in your pocket. 
We all carry our wealth on out persons here, do we not ? 

JOSEPH. Becky, if you had any regard for me 

BECKY. I think the streets grow worse. Heavens, is that a 
French uniform I see 1 
JOSEPH [starting to w/Wob']. French 1 

BECKY [shuddering back from windoTi>\. Oh, God ! I can look 
no more. 

JOSEPH [as they meet, C.]. The horses I The horses I Give 
me the stable key. 

BECKY. I sell it. For fifteen hundred. 

JOSEPH. Becky, FU pay a thousand. You’re . . . you’re 
teasing, and there isn’t time. 

BECKY. Fm a monopolist of horses, Mr Sedley, and I may be 
a widow at this moment. I must think of my future. Of 

course, if the French catch you, your future 

JOSEPH \tak£S out pockjet-hoof€^. Oh, Becky, there — ^there’s a 
thousand. I implore you, on my knee . . . the key . . . 
[Kf;ee/s.] Dear sweet creature, take the thousand and give me 
the hey. [Hi; kneels facing audience. 

[Door opens, rawdon, bis clothes duspf, is coming in. Ovet 
Joseph’s bead becky makes violent gestures to him to go. 
He goes, closing door. 

JOSEPH. Who was that ? 

BECKY. That, my dear Mr Sedley, was some one else who 
knows Fve got those horses. Shall I call him in ? 

JOSEPH. Don’t do that. For God’s sake don’t do that. 
There 1 See, Fm getting out the other five hundred. 

M 
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BECKY [as be is still kneelings taking bis scarf-pin]. I’ll have this 
too. 

JOSEPH [scrambling up]. But that’s a diamond. It’s -worth 

BECKY. Pooh I A souvenir of out bargain, or . . . shall I 
call the other gentleman ? 

JOSEPH. No, no. Here are the notes. [Gives. 

BECKY [tahs key from her bosom]. And here is the key. 

JOSEPH. Ah ! [Snatches it and goes to door, opens, then tnrnsi] 
Vixen 1 

BECKY [laughing, laying out notes on table one by one with a staccato 
gesture for each]. All’s fair in war. 

JOSEPH. Is it ? [Suddenly angry i] Then what is to prevent my 
retaking my money ? I’m stronger than you. [Coming down.] 

BECKY. Are you ? [Dodging him, up to door, she opens and calls] 
Rawdon I [^ter rawdon. 

JOSEPH [bac/’Jng]. Captain Crawley 1 

RA-WDON. No, sir. Colonel Crawley, promoted on the field 
of victory- 

JOSEPH. Victory I But I heard — I spoke with a man 

RA-W 0 ON*. I have ridden with despatches from the Duke, sir. 
The French arc on the run from Waterloo. 

BECKY. Rawdon, you’re unhurt. [Her arms round his neck. 

RAvnoos. E.xccpt by Mr Scdlcy. Mr SedJey, whom I find, 
while wc soldiers arc away, forcing his foul attentioos on my 
wife and 

JOSEPH. No, no. m c.xplain. It wasn’t that at all, it 

RAWDON*. Go, sir. Go before I whip you. 

JOSEPH. But [rawdon points to door. Exit JOSEPH. 

BECKY. You heard ? 

RAvmoN* [smili/.g]. Quite enough. 

BECKY. Wc . . . wc poor people have to five. Look. 

[Show the notes spread on table. 

RAWDON*. What 1 Fifteen hundred 1 

BECKY. The price of your horses. For Mr Scdlcy to escape 
the French I 

P.AWDOK. Gad, Becky, you’re wonderful. What a time we’ll 
have in Paris. 
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BECKT. Out there "was your victory, my colonel. This is 
mine. 

[Hf embraces btr. Joseph opens doors and speaks without 
coming in. 

JOSEPH. Mrs Cra-wley, I do not consider you a nice woman. 
BECKT {releases herself from rawdon, then curtseys elaborately]. 
No, Mr Sedley, I am Becky Sharp. 


CURTAIl* 
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A NIGHT OF THE TROJAN WAR» 

A POETIC PLAY 
Bt John Drinkwater 

John Drinkwater was a poet as well as a fine dramatist, and it 
is fitting that “ X=o : A Night of the Trojan Wat ” was written 
in blank verse. Everybody knows his “Abraham Lincoln,” 
“ Oliver Cromwell,” and “ Robert E. Lee.” The chief thing to 
be said about John Drinkwater is that he rediscovered the uses of 
the chronicle play, although his “ Mary Stuart ” and his riotously 
jolly comedy “Bird in Hand” cannot be included in this 
category. His plays have been extremely successful on both 
sides of the Atlantic. He is remembered in Birmingham as one 
of the co-founders of the Repertory Theatre, where he did 
excellent work, not only as a dramatist, but as an actor and 
producer. He died in 1937. 


^ Applications regarding petfonnanccs of this play should be made to 
Messrs Samuel French, Ltd., 26 Southampton Street, Strand, London, W.C.2. 
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A NIGHT OF THE TROJAN WAR 

CHARACTERS 

PronaxI ^ , 

o }Greej^ 

Salvius J 

Ilus 1 . 

Capts)^^^'"'-^ 

A Greek Sentinel 

A Greek Servant 

The action passes between a Greek tent and the 
Trojan walls, and is continuous. 

This play was first produced at the Birmingham 
Repertory Theatre on Saturday, April 14, 1917, 
under the direction of the author, with the 
following cast ; 

Prortax . . . Felix Aylmer 

Salvitis , . . Nicholas Blt 

Ilus .... Joseph A. Dodd 
Capys. . . . William J. Rea 

A Greek Sentinel . Alfred J. Brooks 
A Greek Servant . Richard Wayne 

The setting was devised by Frank D. Qewlow. 

Scene I : A Grecian tent on the plain before Troy, towards the end of 
the ten years" war. It is a starry summer night, pronax and 
SALVius, two young Greek soldiers, are in the tent, salvius reading 
by a lifted torch, pronax watching the night. During the scene a 
SENTINEL passes at intervals to and fro behind the tent. 


pronax. So is the night often at home. I have seen 
White orchards brighten under a summer moon. 
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As now these tents under the stars. This hour 
My father’s coppices are full of song. 

While sleep is on the comfortable house — 

Unless one dear one wakes to think of me 

And count my chances when the Trojan death 

Goes on its nightly errand. [Tie SBamNEL passes 

It’s a dear home. 

And fragrant, and there’s blessed fruit and corn. 

And thoughts that make me older than my youth 
Come even from the nettles at the gate. 

To-day, perhaps, the harvesters are out. 

And on the night is the ripe pollen blown. . . . 

And this is the third harvest that has gone 
While we have wasted on a barren plain. 

To avenge some wrong done in our babyhood 
On beauty that we have not seen. Three years . , , 

But so it is, and so it must be done, 

Till the Greek oath is proven. Salvius, 

Why is all lovely thought a pain ? 

SALVIUS. We know 

Even upon the flood of adoration. 

That beauty passes. That’s the tragic talc 
That is our world. 

PRONAX. Is it not very strange 

That, prisoned in this quarrel so long and long. 

Until to remember a little Argive street 
Is torture to the bone, yet there is now 
Nothing of hatred in the blood for them 
Whose death is all our daily use, but merely 
Consent in death, knowing that death may strike 
Across our tongues as lightly as those that lie 
For ever dumb because we might not spare ? 

SALVIUS. Not strange ; who goes in company with death. 
Watching his daily desolation, thinking. 

On every stroke, of aU the agony 

That from that stroke goes throbbing, throbbing, throbbing, 
Forgets all hate. How should we hate the dead ? 
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Loolsr: to the west on the Ionian rca — 

A TAvect, ftcr.h-5mcUin^ room it h, I wrote 
My rh’htcst poem’; there. I cannot fee 
A rail no*.v comim; Troy ward hut my brain 
Is sick fnc that sm-ii! room, above tiic quay 
Where r.aiiors ]auf;!i at dawn and aJJ day Ion;;, 

Until the rilent r-unset sliipa fjo out 
Into Sicilian waters. 

rt'.o.VAX. 'Hicre your poems 

Were made, in Pylos ; and in Atiicns I 
Too dreamed, although I c.auc'ht no lyric fonp — 

I envy you your sonp ; — I was to build 
A cie.ancr state ; I dreamed a policj* 

Purer than states have known ; I was to bring 
Princedom to every hearth, to ever)' man 
Knowledge that he w-as master of his fate. 

The dicnm is duUed. 'I’lncc years of Trojan dust 
M.avc taught me but to pray at night for sleep. 

And an arm stronger in cunning than my foe’s, 

A quicker eye to parry death. And, Salvius, 

What of your songs ? 

SMA'ivs. Asleep these many days, 

Biding their happy time if that should be. 

pnoN'AX, And death is watdung, [Tl-f srsrrsr.i. /’af/a. 

and your song, that grew 
In the womb of generations for the use 
And joy of men, may perish ere it takes 
Its larger music, that the tale may go 
'riiat Greece drove bloodier war than Ilium ; 

That’s a poor bargain. . . , But these thoughts that stir 
Like ghosts out of a life that should have been, 

Neglect my duty. It is past the hour 

I should be nosing along the Troj.an wall 

To catch what prey may be. I have scarred the wall 

At the bend there where I told you, in the breaking stone. 

These many nights, until at last I’ve made 

A foothold to the top. It’s a queer game. 



This tripping of life suddenly in the dark. 

This blasting of flesh that is wholesome yet in the blood, 

And those who weep, I think, are as those would weep 
If I should fall. I loathe it ; but, good-night ; 

You shoxfld sleep ; it is late, and it is your guard at dawn. 

[He is arming bimselj, and wrapping himself in his cloak. 
Good-night. What are you reading ? 

SAivios. Songs that one 

Made in my province. The sails are in his song. 

And seabirds, and our level pasture-lands. 

And the bronzed fishers on the flowing tides. 

His name was Creon. I will make such songs 
If the years wilL 

PROXAX [who has poured himself cut and drunk a cup of wine]. 
I know. Put out the torch 
If you’re abed before I come. Good-night. 

SAI.VIC3. Good-night : good luck. 

PROXAX. And will you bid them fill 

The trough ; this business may make bloody hands. 

[Hr looks cut iHo tie right, exd goes. 

[TH smmicEi. passes. 
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Two years, and once in seven days — a hundred, 

More than a hundred, and only once a fault. 

A hundred Greek boys, Capys, like myself — 

Tovin/t, and quick in honour, and clean of fear — 
Spoilctl in their beauty by me whose desire is beauty 
Since first I walked the April licdgcrows. Would time 
But work upon this I Iclcn’r. face, maybe 
This ninc-ycar-quarrcl would be done, and Troy 
Grow sane, and her confounding councillors 
Be piven carts to clean and dris'c to market. 

What of your sca-pirl ? Ihs she grown ? 

CAfYS. You ask 

Always the question, friend, lire chisels rust, 

Tlie moths arc in my linen co.ats, my mallets 
Arc broken. Ilus, in my bnin were limbs 
Supple and mighty ; the beauty of women moved 
To miraculous birth in my imagining ; 

I had conceived the body of man, to make 
Divine articukation of the joy 
That flows uncounted in every happy step 
Of health ; the folk faring about 'I’roy streets 
Should have flowered upon my marble marvellously; 

I would have given my land a revelation 
Sweet as the making of it had been to me. 

And still it shall be, if ever from my mind 
Falls this obscure monotony, that makes 
The world an echo, its vivid gesture gone. 

Troy peaceful shall be Troy magnificent, 

For I will make her so. 

ILUS. It would be grand 

If Troy would use us as we might be used. 

To build and sing and make her markct-placcn 
Honest, and show her people that all evil 
Is the lethargic mind. I have seen this Troy 
Bloom in my thought into a simple state 
Where jealousy was dead because no man spoke 
Out of his vanity of the thing he knew not. 
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Capys, it is so little that is needed 

For righteousness ; we are all so truly made, 

K only to out making we were true. 

Why should we fight these Greeks ? There was some anger, 
Some generous heat of the blood those years ago 
When Paris brought his Helen into Troy 
With Menelaus screaming at his heels ; 

But that’s forgotten now, and none can stay 

This thing that none would have endure. I have thought 

Often, upon those nights when I have gone 

Fatally through the Grecian tents, how well 

hCght he whose life I stole and I have thriven 

Together conspiring this or that of good 

For all men, and I have sickened, and gone on 

To strike again as Troy had bidden me. 

For an oath is a queer weevil in the brain. 

CAPTS. Who’s there ? 

A VOICE. Troy and the Trojan death. 

CAPTS. Pass Troy, 

It is still upon the plains to-night, and the stars 
Are a lantern light against you — ^you must go 
Warily, Hus. The loss of many friends 
Has sharpened my love, not dulled me against loss. 

I am careful for you to-night in all this beauty 
Of glowing s umm er — disaster might choose ^s night 
So brutally, and so disaster likes. 

Go warily. 

iLXis. I know the tented squares 
And every lane among the Greeks, as I know 
The walls of Troy ; and I can pass at night 
Within an handshot of a watching eye. 

And be but a shadow of cloud or a windy bush. 

A hundred times, remember. 

CAPYS. Yet would I could come 

To take your danger or share it. 

n,us. No ; there’s a use 

That’s more than courage in this. And, Capys, yet 
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Those chisels must win yout vision into form 
For the world’s light and ease. It’s an ill day 
Among ill days that smites the seer’s lips. 

Your work’s to do. 

CAPYS. And yours — that dream of Troy 

Regenerate, with the heart of the people shown 
In the people’s life, not lamentably hurt 
By men who, mazed with authority, put by 
Authority’s proper use, and so are e'^^. 

While stUl the folk under their tyranny keep 
Their kindness, waiting upon deliverance. 

So may we come together to out work. 

In prophecy you of life, creation I. 

How long to-night ? 

ILUS. Before your watch is done 

I shall be back. Here at this point, before 
The night is full ; throw me the rope upon 
The signal, thus 

[He whistles. He is climbing over the parapet, to which hi 
has booked a rope. 

Peace with you till I come. 

CAPYS. And luck with you. Go warily. Farewell. 

[iLUS drops down to the plain below, capys draws the rope 
up. There is silence for a moment. 

CAPYS [moving to and fro along the wall\. 

Or Greek or Trojan, all is one 
When snow falls on our summertime. 

And when the happy noonday rnyme 
Because of death is left undone. 

The bud that breaKs must surely pass. 

Yet is the bud more sure of May 
Than youth of age, when every day 
Death is youth’s shadow in the glass. 

[A hand is seen groping on the parapet, pkonax, 
looking cautiously along the wall, draws himself up 
silently, unseen by capys, who continues. 
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Beside us e\er moves a hand. 

Unseen, of deadly stroke, and when 
It falls on youth 

[He bears /be aovernetit behind him, and turns swiftly. 
Who’s there ? 

PRONAX [rushing upon bins], A Greek unlucky to Trojan arms — 
A. sworn Greek, terrible in obedience. 

[firj onslaught has overwhelmed capys, who falls without a 
cry, the Greek’s dagger in bis breast, pronax draws it 
out, looks at bis dead antagonist, shudders, peers out over 
the wall, and very carefully climbs down at the point where 
be came. 


CURTAIN 


Scene m : The Greek tent again, salvius is still reading, and the 
torch burning. A serv-^nt brings a large far of water which be 
pours into the trough outside the tent. He goes with the far, and 
a moment later the sentinei. passes behind the tent. There is 
silence for a few moments, SALVius turning the pages of bis book. 
Then, from the shadow in front of the tent, ilus in bis bearskin is 
seen stealthily approaching. He reaches the tent opening without a 
sound, and in the same tmbroken silence bis dagger is in the Greeks 
heart, ilus catches the dead man as be falls, and lets his body sink 
on to one of the couches inside the tent. The sentinel passes. 
iLus, breathless, waits till the steps have gone, arA then, stealthily 
as be came, disappears. 

There is a pause, pronax comes out of the darkness, and, throwing 
his cloak on the ground, goes strassht to the trough, and begins to 
wash bis bands. 

PRONAX. What, still awake, and reading? Those are rare 
songs. 

To keep a soldier out of his bed at night. 

Ugh — Salvius, sometimes it’s horrible — 

He had no time for a word — he walked tliosc walls 
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Under the stars as a lover mif;hi walk a garden 
Among the moonlit roses — this cleansing’s good — 

He was saying some verses, I think, till death broke in. 

Cold water’s good after this pitiful doing, 

And freshens the mind for comfortable sleep. 

Well, there, it’s done, and sleep’s a mighty curer 
For all vexations. [Tif sentinei, pajstj. 

It’s time that torch was out — 

I do not need it, and you should be abed. . . . 

Salvius . . . [He into the tent for the first time. 

What, sleeping, and still dressed ? 

That’s careless, friend, and the torch alight stilL . . . 

S.alvius . . . 

Salvius, I say . . . gods 1 . . . what, friend . . . 

Salvius, Salvius . . . 

Dead ... it is done ... it is done . . . there is judgment 
made. . . . 

Beauty is broken . . . and there on the Trojan wall 
One too shall come . . . one too shall come . . . 

[The SENTiKEL passes. 


cunTAiN 


Scene IV : The Trojan vail. The body of capts lies in the starlight 
and silence. After a few moments the signal comes from n.us 
below. There is a pause. The signal is repeated. There is a 
pause. 


CURTAIN 



NOTES AND EXERCISES 


CONCERNING DRAMA 

"'^V/HEN a man rcdtcs a sdrrinc; ballad (like “ The 
' ’ Revenge ”) or reads aloud a moving storj' in prose 
(like Treasurt Ishr.d) the eyes of the audience are fixed upon 
the speaker as though he had cast a spell over them. Yet it 
is a curious, unseeing gaze ; for the listeners are conjuring up 
visions by the power of imagin.alion, and for them tlie story is 
taking place as if for the first time. The audience see, not the 
nun in evening dress who has studied elocution, but old Sir 
Richard Grenville himself or the rum-drinking crew that sailed 
with Old Flint on the high seas in days of yore. 

When the speaker comes to an exciting part of his story he 
almost involuntarily begins to use gesture and imitative action in 
order to make his story more ‘ real.’ It is a perfectly natural 
thing to do. From the boy who pretends to be Robinson 
Crusoe on a desert island to the old soldier described by 
Goldsmith who 

Wept o’er hit srounds, or talcs of sorrow done. 

Shouldered his crutch, and showed how fields were won, 

wc are all tempted to act whenever we feel that ordinary narrative 
falls short of the desired effect. The earliest pl.ays were religious, 
and the priests used them because they made the stories more 
impressive. Greek drama began with the worship of the 
ancient gods before pagan altars : English drama began with 
the acting of the Resurrection in a parish church. It is 
difficult to believe that for centuries people regarded acting 
as a piece of wickedness. 

There is no completely satisfying definition of ‘ drama,’ but 
it will be sufficient for our purpose if wc consider that drama 
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inclucics an)’thi.;j: and everythin/; %vhich is capable of being acted 
on a stage. Inevitably there jnust be action in any pi.iy. Tlic 
story must move to a climax which we partly foresee, and this 
naturally keeps us in suspense until we know precisely what is 
going to happen in the end. 

Drama is divided into three classes, namely, comedy, tragedy, 
and grand opera ; but the last, being musical, may be omitted 
for the present. 'Ilic words comedy and tr.agcdy (like the word 
drama itself *) have been badly misused both by the newspapers 
and by the cinema trade. We have come to think that drama 
must be always sensational, tlut comedy is a matter for roaring 
laughter, that tragedy is a question of " battle, murder, and 
sudden death ” 1 The true meaning of these words will be 
dealt with later on. 


THE BOY COMES HOME 

This play may be described as light comedy. It is amusing 
and witty tluoughout, but that docs not ncccss.ir;ly m.ake it 
comedy. Tlic ending seems ' right,’ and satisfies our wishes 
jccausc tlic hero — a real hero — defeats the villain, who h,appcns 
to be a pompous, bullying uncle. Early in the play we know 
rjiat the conflict must take place, and we arc kept in a state of 
hope and fear until the climax is reached and passed. If the hero 
had been bullied into submission flic play, however witty or 
amusing, would not have been classed as a comedy. 


E.XERCISES 

t. What purpose is served in this play by the introduction of 
Mrs Higgins ? 

z. What use does Mr Milne make of the fact that Philip has 
learnt to smoke a pipe ? 

* Mr William Archer deals with this subject in his book Phy-ntaking. 



Norr.s AN*T> r.x r, K c I s r.s 195 

5. Study iljc cmr.iticcs ;tm! of the- various chnrncfcrs and 

fay whether they teem to he perfectly natural. 

4. W'hat device.^ arc uted (.r) to win rympathy for tlic hero, 

(/•) to create dj‘-hl;c for the uncle, before the nctu.al 
conteft of wiih } 

5. Do you aptec or dit-aprcc with Philip’s point of view ? 

Criticirc his method of arpument. (Class discussion.) 

6. Arranpc the character'- in order of strength before the War 

and after the Armistice. 

7. Write out the uncle’s thoughts ar, he sits alone at the end of 

the day. Call it " War- It All a Drc.am ? ” 


POIXOWERS 

Tii:> play is also a deliphtful comedy, but (ns has already been 
explained) that doer not mean that the audience will rod: them- 
selves with l.aupl'.tcr. Indeed, there is a streak of pathos running 
through the story, and one pan at least will bring sorrow rather 
than amusement. After all, laughter and tears arc nearly related, 
both being moved by the same machinery of sensibility, the one 
(as Oliver Wendell l lolmcs wltimsicilly rcmarh.cd) being wind- 
power and the other water-power. 

The play is a comedy because it ends fortunately. Lucinda’s 
heart has been embittered by ycais of lovclcssncss, yet she softens 
at tlic end and allows Susan to have a ‘ follower ’ of her own — 
provided he docs not raise his voice. She relents sufiicicntly 
to allow Helen to bring her betrothed into the house — 
provided he wipes Ids boots and sits quietly in the centre 
of the room. 

A wcal-.cr dramatist than Mr Brighousc might have imagined 
a wonderful scene in which the old maid of fifty dnd the old 
sweetheart from India fall into each other’s arms, but such an 
* engagement ’ would have seemed ridiculous and not at all 
plausible. There would have been a note of farce in the 
K 
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ending, and farce — except deliberate farce — is only possible 
when the playwright loses his self-mastery. The touch of 
sadness is inevitable, but Mr Brighousc has made it wistful 
and beautiful. 


Exercises 

1. What other books besides Cranford were written by Mrs 

GaskeU? 

2. Give examples from Cranford of incidents in which humour 

and pathos arc combined. 

}. Helen receives permission to bring Harry into the house. Do 
you think the play would be improved by including him 
among the characters ? 

4. Read Charles Lamb’s essay on “ Dream Children ” and com- 
pare the children of his imagination with those of Miss 
Lucinda Baines. 

j. What devices arc used to disclose the period (1859) in 
the action takes place ? 

6, Study the final words of the play, spoken by Lucinda. Can 
you suggest anything better ? Or as good ? 


THE STEPMOTHER 

This play is described as a farce, and a farce (like the burlesque 
and the melodrama) is considered as something less than serious 
drama. Comedies and tragedies must be plausible and convin- 
cing, but when a writer sacrifices plausibility in order to create 
amusement or ‘ thrill ’ he becomes a writer of farce or of melo- 
drama respectively. 

Arnold Bennett’s play is intentionally farcical, and must be 
looked upon merely as a piece of fun — not as a serious attempt 
to portray real life. He can do that well enough when he chooses. 
His characters are all deliberately caricatured, and his incidents 
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ate clever nonsense. The dramatist is poking fun at the popular 
vroman novelist, just as in his novel A Great Man he is laughing 
at a popular man novelist. 


Exercises 

X. Whom do you consider to be the more intelligent woman — 
Cora Prout or Christine ? 

2. Mention any inddcnts in the play which obviously would not 

happen in actual life. 

3. What incidents in the play seem to be in the nature of 

climaxes ? What event docs the audience anticipate with 
the greatest suspense ? 

4. Compare a farce with a comedy, and try to define the exact 

difference in the feelings created by each. 

5. What novels have you read that might be described as 

farcical ? 

6. A cynic often describes a solemn ceremony as a ‘ farce.’ What 

docs he mean by usmg the word in this sense ? 

7. Write an essay “ In Defence of Nonsense ” ; or write twenty 

or thirty lines of Cora Prout’s serial story as you imagine 
that lady would continue it. 


THE MAKER OF DREAMS 

This play is described as a ‘ fentasy,’ and appeals to persons who 
are fortunate enough to have imagination. The incidents in 
“The Boy Comes Home” might easily have happened in 
Kensington, and the story of “ Followers ” might easily have 
happened in Cranford — ^in 1859. The action of "The Step- 
mother ” is improbable simply because the whole thing is pur- 
posely exaggerated. The action of “ The Maker of Dreams ” 
could only have happened in the country of Imagination. The 
theme is beautiful — ^too beautiful to be a picture of life as we 
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know it. Like a fairy-story, it did not rcaJJy happen, because 
there arc no hfakers of Dreams. And yet, in another sense, both 
fairy-stories and fantasies arc profoundly true. 

The play is a comedy and ends happily, but here (as in 
“ Followers ”) there is a sense of sadness which makes us keep on 
hoping that the eyes of Pierrot will be opened and that the 
sweetness of Pierrette will win the reward it deserves. 

Exercises 

I. Use a dictionary to find out the difference between a fantasia, 
a fantasy, and a fancy. 

z. Why did Pierrette try to defend Pierrot to the Manufacturer ? 

5. Write a summary of the pky in Jess than forty words. 

4. Compare the Manufacturer’s idea of a workshop of dreams 
with the Ncver-Ncvcr-Land in “ Peter Pan.” 
j. What other plays do you know which might be considered to 
be fantasies ? 

6. Compose two new stanzas beginning, “ Baby, don’t wait for 

the moon.” 

7. Write a short essay on “ The Beauty of Make-believe.” 


THE LITTLE MAN 

The one-act play rarely has more than four or five characters — 
there arc only three in “ The Maker of Dreams ” — and the play- 
wright never introduces a character unless he (or she) is essential 
to Ac action ; yet Galsworthy employed a dozen dharacters in 
“ The Little Mao” not one of whom can be omitted. In spite 
of the large number of actors in the piece, each one is perfectly 
individualized. 

Characterization is one of Ac greatest difficulties in play- 
writing. The differences have to be emphasized just as features 
have to be emphasized in Ae Acatrical make>-np. The main 
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qualities have to be suggested, as it were, by daubs of thick colour 
— as in the painted background. The inexperienced dramatist is 
always in danger of making his characters farcical on the one 
hand, or of failing to differentiate them on the other. Gals- 
worthy’s American is ‘ vurry Amurrican ’ ; his Englishman is 
exaspcratingly English. He has intensified the national traits in 
order to achieve the precise effect Subtleties somehow fail to 
* get over ’ the footlights. 


Exercises 

1. Explain the meaning of the slang employed by the American. 

2. What arc the main characteristics displayed by the English. 

man, the American, the German, and the Little Man ? 

5. Do you consider that the dramatist has been unfair or unduly 
severe on any of his characters ? 

4. What is your opinion of the part played by the Dutch 

youth ? 

5. Do you think Galsworthy was trying to teach any im- 

portant lesson when he wrote this play ? If so, what 
was it ? 

6. Give an account of the episode as the Englishman might have 

related it at his club. 

7. Write an article suitable for a daily paper on the subject of 

“ Red Tape.” 


A NIGHT AT AN INN 

This is a gruesome and uncanny play. The story itself is 
horrible, for seven of the eight characters arc murdered, and the 
last is a monster beyond the reach of mortal weapon. The most 
remarkable feature of the play is the atmosphere of terror which 
it inspires. One has the feeling of a merciless fate which over- 
takes its victims, and of their utter impotence to escape. We feel 
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dread, but not compassion : we arc moved to shudder rather 
than to weep. None of the characters wins our admiration or 
our pity, and the emotions arc very different from those created 
by a tr.igcdy like " Campbell of Kilmhor.” 

Exercises 

1. What other stories do you know that deal with a stolen gem 

and avenging priests ? 

2. Give a short account of the character of ‘ The Toff’ as it is 

understood by the three seamen. 

3. In what w.ays does the dramatist suggest (without actually 

defining) a sense of horror ? 

4. Discuss the number of characters employed in working out 

the theme. 

5. Write a brief summary of the most uncanny story you have 

ever heard or read. 

6. “ The drama is intended for relaxation or amusement. 

Harrowing plays should not be allowed.” What do 
you think of this argument ? 


CAhIPBELL OF KILMHOR 

Although tragedy and comedy seem to be as far apart as the 
poles, the two are so often perfectly balanced that the weight of a 
hair will decide the issue. A comedy is frequently saved at the 
last moment from being tragedy, and tragedy requires only a 
slight turn of events to become comedy. " Campbell of Kil- 
mhor ” holds us in suspense because we keep on hoping that 
everything will end happily, and yet the whole setting of the 
play suggests tragedy from the outset. 

We cannot help admiring Dugald Stewart and his mother ; 
and we cannot help sympathizing with Morag. For this reason 
the tragedy moves us profoundly. We feel that the villain has 
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conquered ; that vrrong has overthrown right ; that the world is 
mor^y upside down. And yet, even in our grief, we sec the 
nobility which tragedy alone can reveal in its true splendour. 

Exercises 

1. When hiary Stewart curses Campbell her words take on a 

rhythmical quality and sound almost like blank verse. 
Can you rec^ a similar incident in any other book or 
play ? 

2. What do you know of the Rising of ’45 ? 

5. What other books, poems, or pictures deal with the same 
theme ? 

4. Contrast the characters of Mary Stewart and Morag. (Pay 

especial attention to the final speech of the old woman.) 

5 . Write a short essay based upon the words, “ There are things 

greater than death.” 

6 . Suppose that Maty Stewart or Dugald or Campbell had 

weakened (as Morag did). What would have been the 
effect upon the action of the play in each case ? 


THE GRAND CHAMPS DIAMOND 

The opening scene of this play docs not promise any excitement 
whatever. h£r Perkins reads Ms evening paper and Mrs Perkins 
dams socks — ^unromantic people in an unromantic home — and 
they arc grumbling at one another as no doubt they have done 
thousands of times before. Fortunately, however, dranoa is 
something more than a transcript of real life. This evening is 
destined to be thrilling enough, and a succession of amazing 
events happens in the space of a quarter of an hour. The inter- 
esting thin g about the play is not the incident, but the startling 
revelation of the character of Mrs Perkins. Actions are signifi- 
cant only as manifestations of human thought and feeline. The 
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mothet has been in a state of suppressed mutiny for years, no 
doubt, but on this night of nights her ambitions blaze out to 
the stupefaction of her husband and daughter. 

Exercises 

1. How would you describe this play ? 

2. What do you know of Sherlock Holmes, Father Brown, and 

Monsieur Lecoq ? 

3. Give illustrations of the way in which a dramatist prepares 

the audience for subsequent developments. 

4. What is the most thrilling moment in the play ? 

j. Compare this play — dealing with a stolen jewel — with that of 
Lord Dunsany’s on a similar theme. 

6. Explain why ‘ a slice of real Hfe ’ does not of itself make good 
drama. 


THREAD O’ SCARLET 

Most people who read or hear this play for the first time will 
agree that the ending comes as a distinct shock. The secret is 
ingeniously kept until the moment when Butters accidentally 
betrays himself. Nevertheless, on thinking the story over we 
discover a number of hints pointing to the truth, and we admit 
the dramatist’s cleverness in springing the surprise upon us. 
Had there been no preparation for the final crisis we should feel 
that we had been cheated, as sometimes happens in a detective 
or mystery story when the author has not ‘ played the game ’ 
with the reader. Bell worked out his theme with consummate 
skiU. 

Another quality of this play is the atmosphere of horror which 
is suggested, but it is very different from the weird terror of “ A 
Night at an Inn ” and even more different from the sense of 
tragedy that broods over “ Campbell of Kilmhor.” 
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Exercises 

1. Give a short summan* of the main events in the story in the 

order in wliich they occurred. 

2. Discuss the characters of tlie three tradesmen. 

j. '^X^at otlier stories do you know in which a murderer suffers 
remorse and accidentally betrays himself ? 

4. Suggest another tide for this play. 

5. Now that you know the story, read through the play again 

and note how die dramadst gradually pieces the story 
together and prepares the mind for the final dlr.oucwait. 
Gin you discover any sentence which is unnecessary ? 
Can you suggest any way in which the drama could be 
made more eficedve ? 

6. If the play had been written as a short story in what way 

would the ending have been altered ? Write what you 
imagine to be a good concluding paragraph. 


BECKY SHARP 

This play is fuU of acdon, but (as has been remarked before) 
acdon is only significant as it reveals human character. We know 
that Joseph Sedley is a humbug and a braggart, and his real char- 
acter is mercilessly portrayed in the play. We know that Becky 
Sharp and her husband arc a couple of scoundrels, but we cannot 
help rejoicing when Joseph Sedley is fleeced by them. Thackeray 
knew them as a pair of rogues, but he realked that rogues may 
have excellent qualifies, and the pardng of Rawdon Crawley from 
his wife before the battle is strangely moving. Becky was a 
wonderful woman I On the other hand, we feel a sort of con- 
temptuous pity for George and a deep pity for the sweet and 
simple-hearted Amelia. That part of the story is tragic in 
Thackeray’s book, but Miss Conway has taken the comedy and 
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deliberately omitted the tragedy. The play could hardly have 
contained both without losing its unity. There is often as much 
art in rejecting as in accepting. 

Exercises 

1. Contrast the characters of Becky and Amelia. 

2. Give examples of sarcasm from the play, 

3. What is the difference between a hypocrite and a humbug? 

Illustrate from the play, 

4. Compare the conversation of Becky and Rawdon when alone 

and when in company. 

5. Imagine Joe’s account of the battle of Waterloo as he gave 

it on reaching England. 

6 . Comment on the way in which external events — the marching 

of troops, the sound of cannon, etc. — are used to increase 
the dramatic effect. 

7. Read the Waterloo chapters in Vamty Fair, also the passage 

from Byron’s Childe Harold’s Pilgrimage (Canto HI, 
beginning at Stanza xxi) which describes the eve of 
Waterloo in Brussels, 


X=o: A NIGHT OF THE TROJAN WAR 

The subject of this play was suggested by the Iliad of Homer, 
and the dramatist naturally wrote it in blank verse, A lofty 
theme demands lofty treatment. The four principal characters 
are heroic youths with noble ideals, and before the tragedy 
happens they all realize — Greeks and Trojans alike — the cruelty 
and futility of the age-long war. The pitifol tragedy that follows 
suggests the irony of Fate, One does not feel here, as one does 
in “ Campbell of Kilmhor,” that there are things that matter 
more than death : the men had forgotten what they were fighting 
for. In this play our sympathies are equally divided between the 
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two parties. It is significant that Drinkwater was bold enough 
to produce the play during the Great War. 

The last scene is intensely dramatic because it leaves the subject 
to the imagination of the audience. There was notliing to gain 
by insisting on the melancholy details. 

Exercises 

1. What were the private dreams of Pronax, Salvius, Capys, and 

lius? 

2. Which lines in the play strike you as being most beautiful ? 

3. Wliy is this play written in verse, when “ The Boy Comes 

Home ” is written in prose ? 

4. What is the meaning of ‘ irony ’ ? Give illustrations. 

5. Write either a criticism or a defence of the main idea under- 

lying the play. 

6. Read a few pages of tetrameter verse (like Scott’s “ Mar- 

mion ”), a few mote of hexameter (like some of Tenny- 
son’s “ Experiments ”), and finally some specimens of 
pentameter (like Shakespeare’s plays or Tennyson’s 
“ Idylls of the King ”). Gin you say why the pentameter 
43 the most popular ? 
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14. When one of the churacteri is supposed to die during the 

play, do you think he (or she) ought to appear before 
the curtain and bow to the audience at the end ? 

15. What is meant by a fairy-play, a miracle-play, a moraiity- 

play, an allegorical play, a pantomime, a revue, a musical 
comedy, an opera ? Give two examples of each. 

16. Do you consider that the theatre should be used (a) to 

educate the public, (b) to expose an obvious iniquity of 
the d.iy ? 

17. Write an original one-act play. 



